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FOREWORD 


My Wife Sucks is my take on the romance novel. 
When you think of modern-day romance, you 
probably think of the divorced, the pregnant 
teenagers or the high-school sweethearts. | 
wrote My Wife Sucks in the summer of 2020, a 
chaotic year that | honestly believe is a culling of 
all the stupidest and most unfortunate people in 
the world. Like Margaret Atwood's The Edible 
Woman, this was my second novel, written by a 
twenty-four-year-old, and although | haven't 
read it yet, | intend to read all of her books at 
the soonest convenience. The concept came to 
me July 25th at 13:03. | had recently taken an 
interest in screenwriting and was struggling to 
find romance authors that suited my taste. 
Romance novels are such an over-saturated 
market that it's impossible for me to find a 
romance novel that | enjoyed. As of the time | 
am writing this, no-one has charmed me as 
much as Angeline Trevena and Lucy 
Montgomery have. 


The original concept was to write an "erotic 
novel for men about the perfect slut". However, 
after having so much fun writing a comedy, the 
idea evaporated somewhat within four hours, 
leaving behind something more consumable, 
and | have never had so much fun writing a 
book. The comedy can get slightly dark- 
humoured at some points so fair warning to the 
faint of heart. 


| have never taken my book to a publisher due 


to the trend of the publishing industry declining 
in size and value while the self-publishing 
industry booms. There is no barrier to being an 
author, other than your ability to read your own 
work. 


This is my vision of romance. Nothing more, 
nothing less. | guess your view of life changes 
when you look back at the years in snapshots to 
figure out what pose you've been holding for 
most of your life, and it doesn't bother me so 
much that I've gone from a baby goat bouncing 
on the rocks to a big, old cat lazing in the peace 
and quiet. Please enjoy the read as much as | 
enjoyed the write. 


All characters and events in this publication are 
fictitious and any resemblance to real persons is 
purely coincidental but would be ridiculously 
cool. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


| wrote this section to annoy you. Anything | 
could have written here is already on Twitter. 
Anything not on Twitter, you can ask me on 
Twitter. If you're only interested in my personal 
details, that's not cool. If you want to get me a 
birthday present, | like; podcast suggestions, 
book suggestions, TV suggestions, film 
suggestions, anime suggestions, video game 
suggestions, food porn, music, spicy memes, 
funny people, news, activism, technology, 
sustainable fashion, the pimple poppers, 
animals, languages, nature and arresting the 
cops that killed Breonna Taylor. You get bonus 
points for lightning pictures and bird pictures 
because they're super-rare. Like me. Can you 
read the book instead of all the things | like 
now? I've been going on and on for a page now. 
Oh, and | love TikTok. If you send me 70s food 
pictures, | will happily block you. 
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For everyone that lost their other half 


DANCE WITH PAIN 
1234!3412!1234!3412! 
A...G8va...C...F 

I'm O-K. 


Feeling the music's cold breeze through my hair 
again— 


Dance. With. Me. 


Now can you see 

All of the pain weighing down on my feet? 

It's not a question of living or dying or happiness 
I'm just a walking catastrophe waiting to 
Happen. Covered in chips. 

Swallowed by stiffness scraping at my hips. 


It is the only thing haunting me day after day 
but 


| just smile away, mask the tears from my face. 
I—said 

Don't. Run from your nightmares. 

lam the nightmare that | can't escape. 

It's not my fault they created me, 


Filled me with hate. 


| don't know how to love, 
| just know how to show that | 


Dance. With. Pain. 


And you take. It all. Away. 


What if I told you that I've really seen the 
future? 


And what if | told you that | can read minds? 
| know you wanted to dance with me 


But come end of the night you'll be crying. Oh. 
Oh. | can't ex- 


plain it | watched them all crumble. | 


keep my chin up, so that they'll think that I'm 
humble but 


I'm not your rock, I've been stuck on this plane, 
Swirling on down to the bottom too tired 

to call a mayday so I— 

All that | ask you is Dance Here With Me. 


| know that you're hurting and we can't see 
straight but 


If we have each other the spotlight shines 
through to our brains. This 


might be my last song just do it please 


Dance. With Me. 


Dance. With. Pain. 


Boy | can see in your eyes that you've not been 
the same 


Since | left you to fend on your own I've been 
saving my- 


self from the dramas, the thunder, the rain. 
The way that you dance with tsunamis saying 


that you love me, you miss me, you couldn't 
move on, that 


You wrote every night till you wrote me a song. 
I'll never be fucking happy till you’re strong. 

I'll cry a monsoon till you learn that 

we're better together, 

those dreams cannot hurt you, 


wherever they came from they did not deserve 
you, 


please open your heart cos I'll never forgive you 
If you never remedy all of your feelings with 
love when you 

Dance! It rips me a- 

part! 

Boys that two-step like they're 

holding a gun! 


Well | need a man to bring happiness more than 
my sun! 


Don't act like we'll only survive if we 


Dance. With. Pain. 


Dance. With. Pain. 


Man, | got a lot of little questions 
Where should | get started 

If | took your pain away 

Would your heart 

beat to the 

rhythm of 

war drums or ballet? 

Or opera or rap? 

| can't begin to imagine my life without 


All of the anger, abuse, all the wrongs! Would 
your 


heart still bleed red if | sang you this song? 


I'm looking for the answers in your tapping 
thongs but the 


only thing 


| can hear 


when | shift 
my open 
shoes 

is how 


we dance with pain, fight the grain, how we 
broke down alone— 


Can one single dance mean that we'll stay 
together 


Forever? It's crazy but I'm getting manic and 
I'm not fucking panicking 
I'm spreading empathy! 
Feeling you watching me... 
Helping me 

open myself up, 

and dance. 
Two-0-Two-0-Apart. 

Tied up for months. 

To express myself 

Best myself! 

| swear that I'll be better 
Once | 

Dance. With. Pain. 

Please just Dance. With. Me. 


Don't try to fix me. 


Don't make me talk. 


Don't try to fix me. 


Don't make me talk. 


Don't make me love you. 
Don't make me cry. 
Please Don't make me love you 


So that | don't cry. 


And don't let me go. 


1- YOUR READER 


Be the crab. Poise. Don't breathe out. Channel 
your tension. Throb with the pulsing of your 
heart. Open your eyes. And... release. 


Your Reader, Juliette Anderson is on trial today 
for being a shitty fucking wife. Mrs Anderson 
neglected to even attend today's hearing. | 
suppose she doesn't care about what anyone 
thinks of her, including her very own husband. 


My wife and | are star crossed lovers. All it 
would take was one look and snap, we were in 
love at first sight. We met ona bus, the least 
romantic place in London, and | knew instantly 
that she was the one. | didn't say anything to 
her, | couldn't, | was lost in the moment. | smiled 
and got off at the next stop. Then the next day, 
| saw her again. | asked her out. We had an 
expensive dinner in an expensive restaurant, 
and neither of us liked the food so we swapped 
our plates. We were perfect for each other. 


It took me a week to propose to her. | know, I'm 
crazy. But | found someone equally crazy that 
would say yes, to a stranger holding an 
engagement ring on the bus that cost me my 
entire savings. 


We didn't get married for three years. 


Our families and friends did not attend. Only her 
parents did. 


That, your Reader, was five months ago. We had 
a three-month honeymoon travelling the world, 


and it was enjoyable, some might even say 
exciting. | learnt everything there was to learn 
about her and | loved everything, except the last 
thing | learnt. Your Reader, | found out she 
cheated on me. A lot. Kissing other guys, 
meeting up with them secretly. | can only attest 
that | do not know what happened behind 
closed doors because it was not humanly 
possible for me to. Exhibit A, your Reader, my 
wife is a cheater. 


EXHIBIT A 


It is vital to this argument to tell you that my 
wife and | had had sex every day since our first 
date on July 9th 2017. This brings us to Exhibit B, 
a pickup line that only | have ever used. "The 
only words | want to hear from you are harder 
and faster." Exhibit A takes place on the day of 
our first engagement anniversary. It was a nice 
day, we were both working, and we weren't 
living together, so we only got to spend a few 
hours together. Let the record show that Julie 
was pissed, for multiple reasons. 


“Objection, your Reader! He cooked a beautiful 
ham and pea risotto and homemade bread. He 
hadn't made bread for her before in the history 
of the relationship, the defendant had an 
extremely lovely time and was not at all 
"pissed"!” 


Your Reader, the anger came from resentment 
of being engaged for a year, a common telltale 


sign of not being in a committed relationship. 
Having to deal with the concept of possibly 
waiting another year, or perhaps even longer, is 
an emotional boon for anyone in said situation. 
You'll allow it. 


July 9th was a Sunday and my wife had missed 
out on a birthday party to be with me. Let the 
record show that she in fact did not have any 
close friends, she was just extremely lonely, and 
these were the only girls that hadn't excluded 
her from a group chat. 


“Objection!” 


Your Reader! It is essential to the point that my 
wife cheated on me, at that birthday party 
celebration the day after, with friends she was 
not even close with! Overrule it! I'm cross 
examining the evidence to prove that Exhibit B 
lead to doubts of wanting to only sleep with one 
man for the rest of her life! If we look at the 
statistics, most engaged women cheat for the 
precise same reason, curiosity consumed her 
subconscious, her primal instincts, and she 
wanted to satisfy that curiosity by knowing 
what it would be like to be with another man! 


“OBJECTION! HEARSAY!” 
FINE!!! 


Ugh. | don't need a recess. Exhibit A happened 
with witnesses. I'd like to bring to questioning 
Cristos Nicolaides, the bartender at the club 
who had happened to recognise Mrs Julie 
Anderson when she performed said act of 


cheating. Mr Nicolaides please come to the 
stand. Do you— 


“Objection, your Reader, the prosecution 
cannot perform the role of an officer of the 
law.” 


You'll allow it. Mr Nicolaides. Do you solemnly 
swear on this bible to tell the truth, the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth? 


“Yes, | do.” 


Mr Nicolaides, recall the events of July 10th for 
us. 


“Yes sir. | was working at the bar of Club Nose 
Nose on July 10th from 6pm until midnight. | 
saw Mrs Julie Anderson enter with her friends. 
They looked underage so | asked for 
identification. | knew her from beforehand, I've 
seen her on her husband's NoseBook profile 
picture. But at this time, | was able to confirm 
that | had no doubt that this was the same 
person. 


“The girls ordered drinks and went to dance.” 
What time was this? 
“It was fairly busy so | would say around 9pm.” 


Did you witness the cheating of Mrs Julie 
Anderson? 


“Yes sir. She started dancing with another guy | 
did not recognise. They ended up kissing. When 
Mrs Julie Anderson realised she was publically 
cheating with another man in front of all her 


friends, she left the club instantly on her own.” 
Your Reader. No further questions. 


“Your Reader, I'd like to cross examine the 
witness. I'm sure you'll allow it. Mr Nicolaides, 
you said the girls went straight to dance?” 


“Ves sir.” 


“Mr Nicolaides, do you know how rare it is for 
girls to go straight to dancing with drinks in 
their hands?” 


“Not in this club sir. We don't own any chairs so 
as to prevent a trip hazard, the girls usually 
come to this club just to dance. The guys come 
for the girls. The girls come to steal the guys 
from the girls already there.” 


“You don't own any chairs?” 
“No sir.” 


“Hmph. Your Reader, cheating is not substantial 
evidence to suggest Mrs Anderson does in fact 
suck. I'd like to bring in one of the friends for 
questioning to find out if this story is legitimate 
to eliminate any risk of fabrication, since it is 
overwhelmingly for a man of Mr Anderson's 
wealth to pay a bartender of low wealth for a 
false confirmation.” 


That would sound necessary if Mrs Anderson 
hadn't confessed to the first account of 
cheating. But I'm guessing she hasn't 
cooperated with you. Exhibit C. A phone call 
record for the night of July 10th. 


“How did you get that? It is illegal to record 
phone conversations—” 


Without the consent of both parties | know. 
That's why | have this. Exhibit D is a contract of 
relationships allowing me to record any 
conversations | have with her under Section 8, 
subsection A. 


“Your Reader, this is unethical!” 


Defense, it is consented to. And what two 
married people consent to is not a discussion of 
ethics. Consider yourself overruled. 


EXHIBIT C 

Him: Hey, what's up? 

4 second pause 

Him: Julie? Are you there? 
Her: | need to come over. 


Him: You want to come over? Sure, text me 
when you're outside and I'll let you in. How was 
your night? 


4 second pause 

Him: Julie? 

Her voice wobbles 

Her: I'm so sorry, I'm sorry, | 

Him: Julie, what the fuck, are you OK? 


2 second pause 


Him: Julie, I'll meet you in town 


Her: No, I'm on my way out now, I'll just see you 
there. 


EXHIBIT B 


The defendant later admitted to kissing another 
guy. After all, it's not like she could lie about it. 


“Objection!” 
OK? 
“Harassing the defendant.” 


The defendant's not here. Or did you forget? 
Overruled. 


Let the record show that not only did Mrs 
Anderson admit to cheating, she had an instinct 
for it. 


“Hearsay, your Reader there is no evidence of a 
second cheating event, it is extremely unlikely 
that she would make the same mistake twice.” 


It's exactly as likely as it is that she knew she 
would get away with it as long as she confessed 
again. All evidence points to her being a 
cheater. 


“Whatever happened to "innocent until proven 
guilty"'?” 


Isn't evidence of cheating enough to prove she 
is a cheater? 


“A cheater yes, but a serial cheater, no. Your 


Reader, the prosecution's argument is flawed. 
Cheating doesn't end a relationship, and, in 
many cases, it is just another hurdle that people 
in relationships must go through that makes 
them stronger. And in any case, it makes Exhibit 
B irrelevant.” 


Exhibit B is indication of a declining sex libido. 


“Your Reader, I'm going to ask for a quick 
recess.” 


After the cheating incident, sex went on the 
decline, as it would in any romantic relationship. 
The physical desire went unchanged, but the 
mental desire was suffocating. The ego became 
damaged and knowing the woman | was 
engaged to wanted to be with other people 
made me question myself intensively. My penis, 
your Reader, was more flaccid than a plant leaf, 
on avery regular basis. 


“Objection.” 
Yes? 


“Your penis is not an appropriate area of 
discussion, neither is it any indication that your 
wife sucks.” 


It is relevant to the point of declining sex libido. 
| suggest you find a more suitable career choice 
if the word 'penis' offends you. 


“Your Reader, our records show that on the 
night of the cheating event, the happy couple 


did, in fact, have sex. I'd like to bring forth a 
witness.” 


Objection, sex was on the decline from that 
point onwards and it is irrelevant to the point of 
decreasing libido. Your Reader, as | was saying, 
we stopped having sex. Exhibit B had been the 
only spark the two of us had needed for over a 
year. 


“Objection, your Reader, even if decreased sex 
libido was any indication at all that Mrs Julie 
Anderson sucked, it wouldn't be restricted to 
the fault of Mrs Anderson alone. The majority of 
couples would experience such decreased sex 
libido.” 


Defense, your objection is a paradox. Any event 
that decreased sex libido caused entirely by Mrs 
Anderson can be attributed directly to her. 


“Your Reader, | have spoken to the defendant 
during the recess and she claims to have made 
several attempts to increase the declining libido, 
including counselling, investment of sexual 
merchandise and tutorials with multiple 
instructors, including a Geisha. But Mr Anderson 
has not attempted a single thing. I'm told he has 
not even been seen in a counselling session for 
years.” 


Your Reader. Please, this is nonsense. There are 
countless things | tried to make us a family 
again. | married the woman for Dog's sake! This 
ties into my point perfectly, as a couple we 
ended up so sick of having no sex that we tried 


those things, together. The defense's mention 
of counselling was with a relationship 
counsellor, Dr Shah. We agreed to do one thing 
that each of us would want, she wanted to see a 
relationship counsellor, and | wanted to see a 
hypnotherapist. 


“Your Reader | cannot believe what I'm hearing, 
what possible use could a hypnotherapist have 
for increasing your sex life?” 


I'd like to bring Dr Shah to the stand. 


2 - DR SHAH 


Do you solemnly swear to tell the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth? 


“Yes, | do.” 


Dr Shah, please tell the court of your 
relationship with me and Mrs Anderson. 


"Yes. It was August 15th 2017 when Mr and Mrs 
Anderson approached me for my services. They 
informed me that they were having a lot of 
trouble in the bedroom, and that they were 
willing to try anything to fix it.” 


What did you suggest to us? 


“| noted that it may be quite rash for them to 
attend hypnotherapy for something that could 
quite possibly be sorted out with a couples 
therapy session, but they assured me that they 
had already arranged to meet with a 
relationship counsellor” 


Dr Shah, are you able to detail the events of the 
hypnotherapy session? 


“Ordinarily it would create a lot of stress for the 
subject, but as she is not present, | will gladly do 
so. 


“We discussed the problem at great length. Mr 
Anderson was not so attracted to Mrs 
Anderson, and Mrs Anderson was very stressed 
from putting in so much effort to please her 
lover, without many, um, shall | say results? Well 
it was clear to me that Mr Anderson needed to 


be hypnotised to be more attracted to his wife.” 


“Your Reader, may I? | don't understand how Mr 
Anderson's hypnosis is relevant to the case. No 
matter how effective it was, it is insufficient 
evidence to suggest that Mrs Anderson was 
terrible in any form. If there's any lesson there is 
to be found here, it's that you shouldn't go to a 
hypnotist to solve your sex problems.” 


“Please, hypnotherapist.” 


Objection, your Reader, he's badgering the 
witness! 


“Continue.” 


“Well as | was saying, Mr Anderson told both 
me and his wife that she thought she was very 
attractive, and always had. The struggle was in 
not knowing whether or not she would cheat 
again, if she's thinking of other men during sex, 
and so on and so forth. This was not something 
that could be fixed with hypnotherapy.” 


“So, you didn't hypnotise him? Your Reader, this 
conversation has been a waste of time.” 


“Ha! Oh, | didn't hypnotise him, but | did 
something that | must admit, I've wanted to do 
for an extremely long time. 


“She consented to watching a stopwatch 
swinging from my hand. | lulled her into a sweet, 
deep sleep, and was able to confirm that the 
hypnosis would work on her. First, we 
experimented with a simple test, when | was to 
say the complete alphabet, she would cough, 


but only if | was there. We tried and found the 
results satisfactory. Then | asked Mr Anderson 
to take off his trousers. | put on gloves and 
repeated the session, only this time changing 
two independent variables. Instead of swinging 
the stopwatch, | swayed Mr Anderson's penis 
back and forth in front of his girlfriend's eyes, 
and instead of telling her to cough, | told her to 
suck his penis as if it were sweeter than sugar. 
Of course, | couldn't have them test it in my 
office, it would be unethical, as you mentioned 
before. The next day I received a telephone call 
that the hypnosis had succeeded.” 


The evidence is clear, your Reader. Sex libido 
had declined so low that my wife had to be 
hypnotised to suck my cock. 


“Objection!” 
My penis. 


“Your Reader, | fear Mr Anderson's personal 
afflictions to this case may be affecting his 
ability to prosecute and stand to replace him 
with another lawyer of no relation to Mrs 
Anderson.” 


Your Reader, I've presented a pretty 
outstanding case so far. You'll allow it. I'll ease 
up on the theatrics. No further questions. 


“Your Reader, this is a... pretty terrifying 
testimony. I'm not sure what to think of this 
new information and I'd like to request a quick 
recess.” 


Objection, your Reader, | think the case is quite 
one-sided at this point. Mrs Julie Anderson had a 
beautiful relationship with the love of her life. 
With her best friend. But still she found herself 
unable to perform oral sex to the point of 
ejaculation, too weak to prevent herself from 
cheating on her fiance. The amount of evidence 
is nothing but staggering! 


“Your Reader, I'd like to cross examine the 
witness. 


“Dr Shah, please forgive me for naming your 
profession with the wrong term. Let the record 
show Dr Shah nods in agreement. 


“Now Dr Shah, have you met a couple like Mr 
and Mrs Anderson before?” 


“Every couple is different, but I've dealt with 
many couples before that were having trouble 
downstairs, yes.” 


“Dr Shah, may | ask how long the effects of 
hypnosis last?” 


“Depending on the person, the effects can 
sometimes be permanent.” 


“Dr Shah, would you agree that any person 
willing to undergo such a rigid process on the 
brain must hold their relationship dear to 
them?” 


Objection, your Reader, it's only because my 
wife sucks that she had to do suck, such an 
awful thing in the first place. 


“But undergoing hypnotherapy must merit 
some redemption, no? Dr Shah?” 


“Yes, | would agree that hypnotherapy is usually 
only done for someone held very special to the 
patient.” 


“Dr Shah, did you really think that more oral sex 
would magically make the couple's problems go 
away?” 


Objection, badgering the witness! He's already 
stated that relationship counselling would be 
needed in addition to the treatment. 


“Yes, | did.” 
“Sorry, | forgot. Mr Shah?” 
Doctor Shah. 


“Yes, apologies. Dr Shah, would you agree that 
Mrs Anderson was at the very least making an 
effort to appease her beloved fiance at the 
time? 


“Yes. Yes, | would.” 


Your Reader, this questioning is circular, the fact 
remains that not only does my wife suck, but 
everyone who knows her knows it too. There is 
no question that she is trying to be a better wife 
to me, but only because she has been so bloody, 
terribly foolish. 


“No further questions, your Reader. I'd like to 
bring the prosecution to the stand.” 


Objection, you have no grounds, I've already 
testified. 


“On the grounds that Mrs Anderson had every 
right to disrespect Mr Anderson.” 


What? 


“On the stand. Now.” 


“Mr Anderson. I'd like to question you about the 
cheating event, if | may. 


“Mr Anderson, did you have an argument with 
your wife when she cheated on you?” 


It's possible. Couples argue all the time. 


“You don't remember what you spoke about on 
your first anniversary?” 


We discussed what our kids would look like. | 
got the hint that she was upset about not being 
married with kids by now. She always dreamed 
of getting married first. 


“Would you agree that she felt pushed to 
cheat?” 


Of course not! Cheating is never OK! 
“But lying is?” 
| never lied to her! 


“In your earlier statement you mentioned 
spending your entire life savings on the 
engagement ring, despite taking the bus to 
work every day. Isn't it fair to say that you were 
giving the impression that you possessed more 
money than you really had? You were budgeting 
for yourself, yet that budget magically 


disappeared after you two met!” 


The engagement ring was a symbol of how 
much she meant to me! I've been responsibly 
saving for my future since my first job, | had no 
need to discuss how much money | had or 
adjust my budget accordingly! 


“And you misled her. Mr Anderson, were you 
raised by Christian parents?” 


Yes? But so was she! 


“Let the record show that Mrs Anderson's 
parents are far more libertarian than Mr 
Anderson's parents, so much so that he had it 
instilled into him as a child not to have sex 
before being married, not to cheat, whereas his 
wide was free to make her own choices in life.” 


She was waiting until marriage too! Cheating is 
never OK! 


“But why do you think that Mr Anderson? 
Because Mummy and Daddy told you to obey 
them and to think what they think? | ask not just 
you, but everyone here, is cheating the greatest 
crime in the world?” 


It's evidence that she sucks! 


“Who really sucks, Mr Anderson? Can you 
confirm that your bedroom antics 
demonstrated a possessive, abusive lust?” 


Excuse me? I'm dominant in bed now, it's the 
only way this works for us since the hypnotist! 


“Hypnotherapist, Mr Anderson. Would you 


agree that you could be named as...a wife 
beater?” 


NO! 
“But you hit your wife during sex?” 
On the ass, it's called "spanking"! 


“Not light spanking though. You leave bruises 
all over her skin. We have photos.” 


(They have photos of my wife's ass?) 
What the fuck? 


“What are we supposed to think of a man that 
doesn't see his violent bedroom antics as 
harmful? Are you deluded?” 


...Your Reader, | call for a recess. 


What the fuck. Oh my god. This cannot be 
happening. 


She sent her lawyers photos of her ass? My 
wife? Crazy fucking— 


Is nothing sacred? That's my ass! | married it, it's 
mine! You can't just show it to people without 
my permission! 


Calm down, calm down. You can't argue like 
that, he's trying to portray you as a wife beater, 
a controlling psychopath that loves to hurt 
people. Even though you are. Breathe in. 
Breathe out. Here's what you're going to do. 


Speak to the reader. Appeal to their 
understanding side. In life, there are doms and 
subs. And my sub is showing everyone in court 
her fucking ass today the fucking— 


Breathe. The fuck. In. There you go. Oxygen will 
keep you calm. You're an oxygen bender. It's 
not enough to say she consented; they'll say you 
manipulate her. You're not fighting the defense. 
You're fighting your wife. You're fighting your 
wife. You're fighting your wife. So fight dirty. 
Even dirtier than she is. 


Your Reader, I'd like to make a statement 
before we continue. Two things. First of all. | 
love my wife. Even though she cheated. Even 
though we fight sometimes. She is the love of 
my life and without her | am nothing, just a 
confused, lost, old man. 


I'm going to talk about my sex routine. 


When we first met, we were both 24. | did 
everything she told me. When she said harder, | 
fucked her harder. When she said faster, | 
thrusted until | sweated. And when she said 
faster again, and again, and again, and | told her 
| couldn't go any faster, she would keep saying 
faster again until her body was just vibrating 
against mine. | was her vibrator. And when | 
found out she wanted to kiss other guys, 
everything changed. | wondered why. Why she 
wanted them. What she was thinking when her 
eyes were closed. If she wanted a threesome 


sometimes. Why | was doing everything she 
asked. Why it wasn't enough... 


| broke down thinking about it all the time. And 
when we went to Dr Shah, | began to see a new 
world. When | would say the magic word, all she 
wanted was me. She didn't just want me to be 
hard, she wanted me to exist. To be there in her 
world, and sometimes be the only thing. That's 
how | used to see her every day. | wanted her to 
be the only thing in my world, day or night, no 
matter the weather or the losses | had made 
that day. When | win, | want her. When | lose, | 
want her. And | want her to feel the same for 
me. Going to the hypnotist made every other 
guy fall out of her mind. At the end of a long 
day, | would just say one word, and she would 
become primal, feral, wild. And she didn't just 
want my dick, she wanted the pleasure that 
came with it. Making me happy made her even 
happier. It's the most beautiful chain reaction. 
The look in her eyes when | bite her ass and 
shake it like a piece of meat, she loves it. 


Your Reader, my wife likes getting hurt, as many 
people do. And | have devoted my entire life to 
making her happy. So if | cannot obey her 
without looking like I'm abusive, | want you to 
know that | have always been loyal and 
obedient and that | would do anything she asks 
of me even if | have to die for her. But without 
the hypnotist, we wouldn't have made it this far 
together because there is something in her 
brain that won't let her die back. 


If it pleases the court, | denounce any claims of 
being a wife beater. All | can ask of her is loyalty, 
and she can ask anything of me. | don't know 
what else to say when it boils down to being 
accused of being possessive of my wife. How it 
feels to have the entire court look at my wife's 
ass. | know it's not personal, but it is at the same 
time. 


“Do you wish to remove yourself from court?” 
...No... I'm OK to continue. 


“Your Reader, I'd like to adjourn the court 
session for now until tomorrow.” 


3 - ONE LONELY NIGHT 


How much of that was a lie? Why did he want to 
end the court session? What is he going to find 
by tomorrow? | can't think. | have to though. 
This is my job, I've done it almost a million times 
before, if | can get into my opponent's mind, | 
can destroy him so easily. | will destroy him. 


But why is this so hard? Because it's with my 
wife? Or because it was too hard for me to 
predict anyone's actions but my own? You 
should have known he would paint you as 
violent. Is that why he wanted to end the day? 
To try to figure out a new approach? Yes, that 
must be it. |am my opponent. | don't wear a 
wedding ring. | leave the court, drive home to 
my dirty apartment in the ass end of London, or 
if I'm used to losing, | take the train. He put up a 
good fight, if he's used to losing then he's pretty 
determined. Maybe he has a girlfriend, or a 
boyfriend, but he can't talk about an ongoing 
case with them. He locks himself up in his study 
and looks through the transcript, trying to 
figure out what happened. What went right. 
What went wrong. | need to protect a woman 
from her husband. I'll say anything to win. He's 
violent. Wait, | need proof. | have evidence of 
him hurting her. | have evidence of... need 
evidence. More evidence that works for me. 
Anything that justifies her actions. A video of me 
getting into a fight. No, | have no prison record. 
I'm clean. A sex tape? Fuck, if he comes up with 
a sex tape | am screwed. I'll save that thought 


for before bed, what else does he need?! ama 
losing defense lawyer. | have no evidence that 
suggests my opponent can lose. What can | get? 
What can | get? False witnesses? My wife's 
testimony? Oh, that must have hurt him. Why 
didn't she come? | am a 30-year-old woman 
going through a rocky relationship, oh fuck, 
she's probably having sex. 


That's why this is so hard. I'm emotional. 
Jealousy and anger are having a paintball fight 
in my brain, it's no wonder I'm seeing red. 


There's only one thing for it. |am me. | 
remember. | am 24. | am flirting with a hot chick 
on the bus. And I am going to fuck the shit out 
of her. Until she cheats on me and wants a 
divorce and HEY HEY HEY! I'm trying to relax 
here not dwell! No sad thoughts. No 
remembering. Just fantasise. Today was a 
victory. I'm hard. Today | not only kicked my 
defense's ass, | kicked my wife's ass. There you 
go. And it felt good. 


How do you like that bitch? | won. And I'm going 
to win tomorrow and every day that | need to. If 
there's no more evidence, | win. If there's no 
sex tape, | win. You may have left me, but you'll 
never be rid of me. You're still dealing with me 
today. | am screwing with your mind and you 
are going nuts and bolts. My mind. | married it. 
What does your lawyer tell you? That it's not 
looking good. That I'm winning and you're 
losing. You're the one being fucked in the ass 
while | smile and punish you. Cheater. That's 


what you get. A lifetime of anal. | will punish you 
for cheating on me you little bitch. You'll want 
me and no one else. You'll beg me to go faster 
and harder even when your ass starts to bleed. | 
am the king. | am the one they want to lose. But 
| am the one winning. When | beat your king, 
you'll be mine all over again. Forever and ever 
and always. With nothing but words, | will get 
you to crawl on your knees all the way back to 
my cock and suck it. That's who | am. A winner. 
The only winner. | will win. 


“Gotta get that. Gotta get that.” 


(Hahahaha | love my new ringtone.) Yo, what's 
the deal? 


“Bro, where are you? Did you forget about 
today?” 


(Yes.) No! 


“Bro, you totally forgot. | don't care where you 
are, get to the bar, now!” 


| got you bro. (Great. Now | have to grab my 
jacket, zip up my trousers, carry the birthday 
briefcase in front of my crotch so no-one can 
guess what | was doing, jump on the first bus to 
Southend, imagine Nana to boner down and 
push my way through the crowd to get to the 
bar and—) 


“HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!!” 


Hey! Guys! Whoa! Chris you totally got me! 


“You're too easy sometimes, bud. Tonight, your 
drinks are on me.” 


Everyone's here! Lou! Kiwi! Georgie! And...? 


“Come on man! | sat next to you every day for 
two years at school!” 


I'm messing with you! Come here, big guy! Give 
mea hug! 


(I have never seen this man before in my life.) 
So, you guys planned all this? 


“It was all Chris's idea! He thought you'd need a 
good enough excuse to ditch the old lady, so...” 


“I figured the less you knew about it, the better 
the odds of you actually showing up.” 


Well, er, | guess the jokes on me. Julie and | are 
actually going through a breakup? 


“What?” 
“Seriously?” 


“ANGIE! Get this man another beer!” 


“So, what happened? | thought you two were 
never breaking up! You can't take the orange 
out of OJ!” 


Well, after the wedding, we tried living 
together, and it just didn't work out. 


“I know you just got here, and you're in a real 
stinker of a mood right now, but that's what 
bros are for, alright? So, whenever you see a girl 
wearing black, or typing on her phone, you say 
the word "Hoe" and you finish your beer as fast 
as you can. Last one to finish gets the next 
round. And if you lose, I'm buying.” 


Haha. Got it, Chris. Thanks, | really love you guys. 


“You working tomorrow? Cos if you're too old 
to hang out with the stallions, we can go easy 
on you. You know that.” 


.. You ever say something that stupid again, I'm 
gonna give you your first bar fight. 
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Hoe! 


“\WHERE??” 


“«. There was no hoe, was there?” 


Any excuse to drink is a good enough one for 
me, bud. It's kinda strange to see you guys 
again. My memories of you are still schoolboys 
in your ironed uniforms, carrying giant sports 
bags. 


“Hey, that's just cos you don't hang out with us 
enough no more! Ever since you got hitched up, 
you've been missing a funny bone. It's not the 
same once you're with someone. Like you're 
dead, you know?” 


| wasn't that lame, was I? 


“Said the guy that brought a briefcase to a 
birthday party.” 


To be honest | was only using it to hide my 
boner on the bus. 


“You think way too much of me.” 


No, wait, | mean when you called me? | was 
kinda in the middle of something. 


“’.How often you do that?” 
Twice a day. 


“And you're not spitting dust? Holy cow, you're 
a machine! How did Julie ever get sick of you, 
eh?” 


You know what, Chris? | don't know. You guys 
all look up to me like I'm a relationship guru that 
can sense the perfect woman, but | got married 
to someone that cheated on me. And big 
surprise, it didn't work out. 


“You're really bad at flirting, you know that? Bet 
that's why she got rid of you. She dumped you, 
right?” 


Actually, we're not divorced. Not yet anyway. 
Preparing for it though. 


“Bro, you still have a shot to fix things? Here's 
how | see it. You met the love of your life. You 
married her. Things weren't perfect, but you 
had nothing but love for her. What's changed, 
huh?” 


... Fhink she'll take me back? 


“Bro. You're a lawyer. You love her more than 
anyone else in the world. How could she say no 
to a guy like you?” 


...| have to tell you something. 


“Before you do, I'd like you to sign a waiver that 
you're not coming out as gay or revealing you 
have the hots for another woman.” 


What? No! It's just me and you talking right now, 
| know you won't tell anyone...it's about court. 
I'm against my wife. 


“You mean like you're fighting a divorce 
battle?” 
In a way. I'm trying to prove that she sucks. 


Bro.” 


| know, it's not the best way to mend a 
relationship— 


“Of course she sucks, bro! She's a cheater, she's 
divorcing you, you didn't do anything wrong to 
her! | gotta shut up now, don't want you 
punching me for talking shit about your wife.” 


.. You really think I'll win the case? 
“You don't?” 


...| mean of course | do! It's just, it's just going to 
make things worse though, right? 


“Here's the thing. She sucks. You know it. | 
know it. Soon the court will know it too. But you 
married her in spite of her suckiness.” 


What's that supposed to mean? You didn't want 
me to marry her? 


“Bro, hear me out! OK? I didn't exactly get 
invited to the wedding so yeah, I'm a little sour, 
or suspicious, whatever... know that's not your 
style. | thought she was being way too 
controlling, but it's your wife, not mine, and | 
value our friendship as much as you valued your 
wife. Cos if she was controlling you, then it's her 
say whether | get to see you or not, not mine, 
not yours. She sucks. She's hurt you, and she's 
hurt me. And no-one hurts her back...| don't 
know what I'm talking about, | need to go 
home, I'm drinking too much.” 


Hey! Chris. You heard what | said, right? We're 
having a fight. It's probably going to end in 
divorce. I'm sorry, | should have let you be there 
for me. Obviously, the marriage was a mistake. 


“| should've stopped you, man.” 


| would've split your skull if you tried. | didn't 
get a best man at my own wedding, but you've 
always been my best man. You are the shit. | 
trust you with my life, bro. 


“| fucking love you, bro.” 
Love you more, you sexy piece of shit. 


“| never told you something. | found the 
secret to happiness?” 


Yeah? What is it? 


“Boobs. Millions and millions of boobs. When 


you look at them, your brain produces 
dopamine. Your boner gets stronger. And your 
worries just vanish. No matter how depressed 
you get in this divorce. Remember. Boobs are 
the secret to happiness. And boners.” 


That's beautiful, Chris. 


“My only regret is not figuring it out 
sooner...About the twice a day thing... How long 
has it been since you and Julie...you know?” 


| don't know, around six months? 


“I was just wondering since | know married 
couples do it less but, were there any signs? Like 
did you have trouble "playing call of duty?” 


I've had a boner every day since | was sixteen, 
you fucking numbskull. 


“But do you, dip and swerve?” 
Don't know what that is. 


“How do | explain this? Um, when it comes to, 
putting your guys' mouth on each other's 
genitalia for an excessive amount of time, do 
you kiss after?” 


Yeah. Why? 


“OK, we have to talk about this. Not for me, not 
for Julie, but to get you back in the game once 
this whole thing blows over. You can't kiss, after 
you dip. You have to swerve. Nobody wants the 
taste of their own genitals in their mouth, it's 
the new relationship killer. Imagine you're two 
planes, and you're refuelling her in every 


position possible, alright? She likes it when you 
refuel her, because then she won't crash, right? 
She doesn't care what pipe you use, she doesn't 
mind how close you two get during refuelling, 
as long as you don't crash into her. You can 
bounce your body off of hers, but when the 
refuelling stops, and you're aiming for her 
cockpit, that's when you two are gonna crash. 
You feel me?” 


...Keep kissing out of sex. 


“Exactamundo. But only her face. Chicks love it 
when you kiss them outside of sex and fuck 
them inside of sex.” 


.l'll Keep that in mind. 


“Hey, | didn't get you anything. Wanna hit the 
town? Like old times?” 


You mean the times we should have been 
arrested for being drunk and disorderly? 


“But with more money? And more money 
means more hoes. Come on, | never get to see 
you anymore. And Julie's not waiting up, right?” 


...| always wanted a tattoo? 
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“This is going to be the best night of your entire 
fucking life, you know that?” 


I'm a drunk man hanging out with my best 
friend in the whole world, how much happier 
can you get? 


“Wait and see, brother! HEY! Excuse me, ma'am, 
would you kindly rate my friend's hair over here? 
Scale of one to ten.” 


“Two.” 


You don't actually have to—wait is one the 
highest? 


“Shut up and get on the bus. Judge rules that 
you need a haircut. Thank you for your service, 
ma'am.” 


You're getting us haircuts? What, you want me 
to look like a football player when | go into 
work? 


“Football players are just one fish in the hot 
pond. Judging by the overgrown stubble, I'd say 
you're in need of some BLC.” 


Isn't that a sandwich? Bacon, lettuce and 
cheese? 


“That's BLT...did you even have a childhood? 
Remember the green guy singing the BLT 
song?” 

Ha! My childhood was dead. | don't even know 
any green guys. Maybe the telly— 


“Don't say it. You're gonna make me puke all 
over the bus. Hey, get off here.” 


Yo, dog they have chicken noodle soup in that 
shop! Can we eat there? I've never had it! 


“Boss! Two number ones with the beard! Don't 
take this the wrong way, man, but your body is 
10% water on top of the 67% it usually is. | don't 
wanna be having a water fight with my ass if 
you know what | mean.” 


| bet they have noodles? Lots of carbs, maybe 
seafood and chicken? 


“Noodles equals garlic. And we can't have garlic 
if we're clubbing. Chief, you know any good 
music spots ‘round here? That place across the 
road? Gotcha! Cheers, bud.” 


Look at all these pictures! You think I can get a 
pattern shaved into my head like those guys? 


“What, like the symbol of windows? To match 
your floppy disk tattoo? Don't tell me you're 
secretly a robot? You got work tomorrow.” 


HA! | forgot about work! Ha ha! | haven't 
forgotten about work since | started working! 


“That would make an excellent rap song.” 


Not without you doing your London slang it 
wouldn't. Hey, | really look younger now. 


“Not as young as me. Let's go. Party time. Looks 
like we're early, isn't even a queue to get in!” 


This place is packed! Sick fam! 


“Don't say that too loud, | don't want potential 
clients to think I'm associated with you. What 
you drinking?” 


Dog! They have Rattlesnake! 


“Four orange Rattlesnakes! Two of them are for 
you, ladies.” 


“| have a boyfriend.” 


“That means your friend doesn't. I'll have two. 
Anything for a woman.” 


“Is that supposed to be flirting?” 


He takes his top off when he's flirting, this is just 
breaking the ice. Hey, can you settle a bet? I'm 
thinking of getting my first tattoo today, but | 
want a cat, like a jaguar, and my friend here 
wants me to get a bulldog. 


“Chris. Pleasure's mine.” 

“Cute! I'm Charlotte, this is Amy!” 

“Amy with the boyfriend. Got it.” 

“I'm more of a cat person so I'll say the jaguar! 
“What made you want to get your first tattoo?” 


I've been putting it off a while, my wife 
wouldn't let me— 


“Would you shut up about your wife for a 
minute? It's his birthday, ladies. I'm treating him 
on his first night of freedom since dinosaurs 
went extinct.” 


“That's really cool of you!” 


“Isn't your wife going to notice a tattoo of a 
jaguar?” 


Not a really big jaguar, just a smallish, wildcat. 
Like a lynx, maybe? 


“Where'd you want it? Ankle? Back?” 


“Back. He wants it on his back. Chest is so hairy 
you won't be able to see it there.” 


“That's pretty big.” 
You know your tattoos well, huh? 


“Yeah, man! Got a bouquet of flowers right 
here.” 


“Amy! Put your top down!” 


“Your boyfriend's a lucky man. Gotta like a guy 
with nice taste.” 


Are you asking us to take our tops off? 


“You want a tattoo? I'll show you where | got 
ite" 


“Hmm, | don't know. What do you think, 
Charlotte?” 


“Um...sounds cool! | kinda wanted a tattoo 
myself one day. So, we're both virgins! Ha!” 


We'll follow your lead. Down the beers! Glug! 
And off we go! 


“Hey give me a minute I've got two to down!” 
“I'l take it.” 


“Girlfriends don't take drinks from strangers.” 


This is the place? Right in the heart of Camden? 
“You know it.” 


“1 love how it's like a little city inside a city here! 
You have all the old railway stations! And the 
sunset is amazing!” 


“You know | love old railway stations and 
sunsets too! What are the chances?” 


“Hey, tell them what you want, | gotta go pee.” 
“Oh! Me too!” 


“There is no way on earth that they both have 
to pee at the same time when only one of them 
had a drink.” 


...| don't think | can go through with this. 


“What? You want a smaller one? They have a cat 
collection in the brochure?” 


| mean all of this. What am | doing? I'm a married 
man getting a tattoo with two very attractive 
girls. 


“What are you doing? You're being a better 
wingman than | ever could have asked for! You 
don't have to get the tattoo man, but | fucking 
missed you. You can go whenever you want; | 
think | can seal the deal with Char-latte before 
the night's over.” 


You mean Amy. Get it right! | didn't mean it like 
that by the way, | missed hanging out with you 
too. It's...different from what | had planned for 
my life. 


“Well if the plan was to be with Julie every hour 
that you weren't working, I'm glad it didn't 
work.” 


...What if we ditch the girls? 
“Then | won't get laid.” 


You can get her number, I'll steal your wallet 
and run off, we can go to a spa or something. 
lron those creases out your forehead. 


“A spa? Without the chicks?” 


If you want to bring the girls, I'll pay for their 
spa day? 


“No man, this day's about you...” 


Well if we're doing what | want to do, | want to 
take you and the girls to a spa. You'll get a lot 
more action in a hotel room too! 


“Yo, you chosen your tattoo?” 

“Sure. We can do that.” 

How much to get a panther head on my back? 
“One million dollars.” 

What? 

“| hate The Panthers.” 

There's a football team called The Panthers? 
“How about a puma?” 

“For Charlotte's friends? Hundred.” 

It's not that expensive, bro. 


“Think of all the jokes you can tell about why we 


call you The Puma!”’ 


Cos I'd have to pay a million to be called 'The 
Panther’? I'll take it. 


I'm starting to think those girls ditched us. 


“Too bad for them, cos | already e-booked the e- 
hotel.” 


You speaking Pig Latin or some shit? 
“Check it out. This is our taxi. It's self-driving.” 
.. It drives with no driver inside? 


“State of the art technology. We're living in the 
future. Our kids can go to school without 
parents driving them to school!” 


But what if it crashes? 


“These things don't crash! They're futuristic! 
There's probably rockets that make it fly off the 
ground to go faster! Look! We're already here! 
Scan the bar-code on my phone, voila! Checked 
in!” 


You know which way to go? 

“.. Thing should've come with instructions.” 
“Mr Simpson?” 

“Si, seforita, c'est moi.” 


“Welcome to the Red Hotel & Spa, my name is 
Louise, I'll be showing you to your rooms and 
directing you to the spa.” 


This is amazing service! 
“Why, thank you!” 


“Can we go straight to the spa? You can put his 
briefcase in his room, can't you.” 


“Absolutely! Just double-checking, you booked 
one room for two?” 


“Yes, my partner and | like to snuggle. We're 
very intimate.” 


“OK! If you'll just follow me, I'll direct you to the 
spa! Shall | take your luggage now?” 


It's fine. | can carry it until | get changed...very 
nice place. | bet Amy would've loved the 
architecture. 


“No, she only loves the architecture of rail-way 
stations. And sunsets.” 


And pumas. You have to let me know how this 
thing looks when we change, it's gonna kill to 
take off my shirt. 


“Here we are. If you just go through those 
doors there are two open lockers for you to 
store your belongings. I'll take that for you 
now.” 


Thank-you Louise. Here's a little something for 
you for being a strong, beautiful and helpful 
woman. 


“Why, thank you! Enjoy your spa!” 


“Can you believe that woman? "You booked one 
room for two, right?” 


She's probably not used to men. Doesn't make 
her homophobic. 


“Bro, if | was homosexual, | would be so pissed 
as FUCK. Um, your tattoo...” 


Yeah? 
“Bro, your puma's looking red.” 
How red is red? 


“Like | can only describe it as a red puma. Looks 
like it fucking hurt!” 


Ah I can't look at it. I'll get it coloured in the 
next time we hang out. It's your birthday this 
January, right? My treat? 


“Know what? That sounds like a fucking 
amazing idea. I'm starting to sober up. BRING IN 
THE ALCOHOL! This is probably going to be 
better without the girls. Gives us a chance to 
finally catch up. Sauna or massage?” 


Massage. | don't want people to touch me when 
| smell like a pile of trash. The girls here aren't 
too bad, are they? 


“| dunno yet, I'm a man of culture. Sure, they're 
hot, but what about the personality?” 


You're not going to stick with a woman until you 
like her personality? That doesn't make any 
sense! Or you mean you don't want to be like 
me and Julie? Chris? 


“Oh yeah. That's the spot. Don't be afraid to 
really get in there.” 


Chris? 


“I'm listening. It's not just about Julie. A little 
bit, but more about finding the one. | mean 
hearing you talk about how you and Julie met, 
scares the shit out of me! Is that champagne? 
You're an angel. Red Puma, | don't know what 
I'm looking for, | just know that I'll know when | 
know, like you guys did, huh? | mean what do 
you call the perfect date?” 


Can you not call me Red Puma? And what does 
that even— OW! Sorry, that's a fresh tattoo, can 
you avoid the red area please? | don't think Julie 
and | ever had a perfect date. It was just 
hanging out with an attractive friend. I've had 
better bro-dates with you than actual dates with 
women. Why do you even want to be like me? 
My wife doesn't want to be anywhere near me! 
Oh, yeah. Bro, you have to try the hot coals on 
your back thing, I'm in heaven. 


“So, you're separated. It's not like it's the end of 
the world, and you still have a chance to fix 
things. You visit her house; she'll probably invite 
you in. The whole "guys have to make the first 
move" deal. You got a good thing going, just 
changing the oil, that's all.” 


Mmm. You really think | have a chance? 


“Do | think the lawyer with a perfect win record 
has a chance of winning back his wife? You sure 
your superpower isn't telling super cryptic 
riddles? You're the red puma. Smartest guy | 
know.” 


I'll colour it in black in January. 


“They say black turns blue after a decade or so, 
right? Blue Puma?” 


It's better than red. You know what doesn't 
make sense? Why do people get back tattoos if 
they can never see them? 


“I'm going to have to phone a friend that 
recently got a back tattoo. You're having second 
thoughts now? You spent the past two hours 
flexing your deltoids in burning anticipation! 
What, you wanna cover it up? Make the puma 
spell out "My Wife Sucks?” 


Yo, | could have just bought a jacket. Wear the 
puma Mondays, wear a flamingo on Tuesdays. 
What day is it today? Dude, tomorrow's 
Tuesday, | have to prepare for the case. 


“Whoa! What happened to the relaxing spa?” 


I'd bring my files over from home if | could 
discuss an ongoing case, but you're right, man. | 
have to win back Julie. Can't really enjoy a 
massage when my back looks like this anyway. 


“Oh, forgot about that. Your call, Puma. I'll still 
pull without you. No point helping me find my 
wife if it means you're going to lose yours.” 


Thanks for understanding. Wanna share a taxi? 


“Nah, you go ahead. I'm gonna hit the sauna. 
You and | both have work tomorrow.” 


Hey, thanks again for tonight, Chris. You're the 
best friend a guy could ask for. You can always 


come round for dinner if you feel too drunk? | 
have pasta? 


“Lol, stop sucking my dick, man. I'm just a guy 
with too much money, too much time and too 
many friends. I'm gonna murder a Hawaiian 
pizza. Or maybe a curry.” 


Ha. That was Julie's favourite food... 


“The pizza? Damn | should've married her 
before you got to her.” 


No, the curry. No-one likes Hawaiian pizza, you 
sick animal. 


“Hey. Don't hate me for customising a 
margarita. At least I'm not boring! Kick Julie's 
butt for us! Take it easy, brother!” 


5 - DO NOT SET THE UNIVERSE TO 


Damn | love those guys. Chris is the best guy in 
the world. Haw, I'm bushed. Sucks to go home 
to an empty apartment. Now I'm too tired to 
even make pasta. Ugh. | just need to rest my 
eyes for a minute. 


Relax...into the darkness. Breathe. 


And now...I'm asleep. | fully lack the strength to 
open either of my eyes for even a moment. 
Ninety seconds maybe till the mucus glues them 
together. Don't rub your eyes! Just relax... 


This. This is the most peaceful place in the 
world. The dream realm. Nothing exists here. 
Not even time. It's me and my thoughts. 


And it makes me powerful. 


| don't even have to see to know what's around 
me. The more | think, the more real it becomes. 
Why is it dark? Obviously, I'm in a cave. Filled 
with bats that don't believe in a concept as 
stupid as gravity. | am at peace, with nature. We 
share, every heartbeat. 


Everything | need, will present itself on paper, 
and read itself out like magic. The plan? Win the 
case. | win the case, | beat Julie. She 
concedes...and comes back to me. 


But why? Why would | want her now? After 
everything she's done...all she's put me 
through...why? 


I'm better without you. | have a perfect record 


without you. I—AH! 


Stay cool. You're angry. When you're angry you 
catch fire. That will spook the bats, and create a 
nightmare. DAMN IT DON'T TOUCH ANYTHING! 
No! | need those papers! Breathe, breathe, 
BREATHE! You're angry. She makes you so 
angry! Listen! Remember where you are! You 
are asleep in your head, surrounded by 
darkness, and I've made you a dream to help 
you stay sleeping until morning. 


What's it about? 


It's...it's a fairy-tail! Once there was a beautiful 
boy, and a beautiful girl. They followed the 
stars, and one day they found each other. They 
found each other so beautiful that they fell in 
love and lived happily ever after. 


| hate them. You're making me jealous. 
But that boy is you! And that girl is Julie! 


Stop making me think of Julie! We're not living 
together! We're not even happy! 


| haven't gotten to the good part yet! 


Why would | want her? | want the fairy-tail. Here 
| am pursuing a nightmare...it makes me want to 
stay here! Sleeping! I'm happier here! Nothing 
hurts me, I'll be happy forever! 


... The cave. I'm surrounded by bats, but they 
don't light up the darkness. Who will brighten 
my cave? Why can't | dream of a bonfire? 


I'm not in control. | can't have every super- 


power. I'm just a man in a cave and she was the 
sun in the sky. 


So, what can you do? Get a new sun? Or get out 
of the cave. 


But the cave is my happy place. 


It's not if it makes you sad. Dream of this. Dream 
of anew sun rising above the horizon so 
gracefully that even the wind has its breath 
taken. Dream of the black sea flashing ten 
million cameras at it cantering down the red 
carpet. Then dream of it disappearing out of 
sight, back the way it came, leaving you with 
your darkness and your bats. 


You know why you're sad? Because you're 
greedy and lazy. You want life to get better 
without you doing anything. And everything 
you've ever done feels minuscule compared to 
the glorious blaze of combustion, the 
magnificence of your old queen. 


I'll win the legal battle. I'll be prouder than ever. 
I'll make a magnet so big that a thousand suns 
orbit me. 


“Maybe you were meant to orbit the sun 
instead...” 


Who said that? 
“Because you can't see me from inside there.” 
Julie? 


“You became a lawyer to make life more 
bearable, to vanquish the fiends who storm 


nightmares in the dark, for both you and all 
those who fear sleep. If your eyes are closed, 
you'll simply be hiding. From the wolves that 
hunt at night to the stars that glow by the 
moon. Don't hide them from your life.” 


That...that was before | met you. 


“You're not on fire anymore. Feel my hand lift 
your chin. If you stay sleeping, you'll never see 
me or this beautiful world again. 


“You don't think it's strange that your dreams 
are so empty? You don't want the lingering 
touch of your beloved wife? Have you forgotten 
what it's like to be kissed?” 


| don't need distractions. Not here. Not 
anywhere. 


“Ha! Love isn't a distraction. Have fun hiding 
from your memories. You'll still get distracted, | 
guarantee it, Oily.” 


You don't get to call me that anymore! 

“Do you remember my nickname?” 

I'm not calling you— 

“Milky. Because you said | had tits like a cow.” 
Get your tits out of my head. 


“And | kicked you in the balls. You remember 
how you tried to save that? You said you were 
oil, and | was milk. And no matter how hot- 
headed you got; I'd never be able to put out the 
flames because of who you are. 


“So | belong in the kitchen. But with you. Oil and 
milk making the sweetest souffle, the tangiest 
cheese sauce, the spiciest curry. And our 
ingredients would be three kids. Do you 
remember their names, Oily?” 


.. You're torturing me. You're in my head to fuck 
with me. | never want to see you again; do you 
hear me? 


“It's your head. You're torturing yourself. | just 
want you to feel loved. Dance with me, babe. 
Remember what my skin feels like. Remember 
making love to me...” 


Beg off, you cheating skank! 


“! would light candles all over the room...we 
would make out and get naked...or was it get 
naked and make out? Then | would let you 
handcuff my arms behind my back and my 
ankles together. My job was to keep the candle 
in my mouth. Your job was to pull at my ankles, 
slide yourself under me and... service me. While 
the wax dripped closer and closer. Sometimes 
on the bed, sometimes on your chest, and it 
always ended up on my chest. | love how you 
spanked me whenever you wanted me to cum; | 
love the way you pulled on my nipples, grabbing 
me, slapping the wax of my boobs. Oh Oily...you 
made me so hot...” 


...You remember the pillow talk after? | would 
call you my big, beautiful binary star. Talk about 
how we were fated to be together once we fell 
into each other's orbit...and how nothing was 


more important to me than the colour of the 
universe...because you were my whole world. 


“What about your dumb theory on how to 
change the colour? You said, "the food that 
fuels us determines what colour our universes 
will be."”” 


Dumb theory? You just want me to Say it again. | 
said, "the only way for me to change the colour 
of my universe is to fuel you with food." | 
noticed how herbal tea makes it green, ice- 
cream makes it blue, anything aromatic makes 
you burn brighter... 


“But never red! You hate it when the universe is 
red! Ha!” 


There are different shades of red! Ruby red? 
That makes me panic. Never make the universe 
ruby red. Because questions are the colour of 
rubies, and they glow like fire in the light. When 
it's ruby red | remember every time | ever hated 
the world, every time we fought and I realised 
how miserable my treasures make me. It's the 
colour of bricks | can't get past, important 
things I'll never remember. It makes me realise 
how weak being happy really makes me, 
because where some people see green or blue 
through their lenses all | see is red. And that 
makes me feel broken. Nothing in life should be 
red. But if it's more of a pink or purple, that's 
the colour of the real world. 


“What about burgundy?” 


That's too red to be purple. Pick any colour. Any 


colour in the world. But do not set the universe 
to red. Or burgundy. 


“So, does that mean you won't feed me apples 
or cherries?” 


Cherries are fine once you take out the pit, but | 
prefer the purple ones. Red apples though, pure 
sugar. You may as well have a packet of biscuits. 
Or a cheesecake. If | ever feed you a red apple, 
you'll know I'm trying to kill you! 


“| have to go.” 
Wait. Before you go. Why isn't real life like this? 
“It was.” 


But why not now? Do you honestly not 
remember everything we've been through 
together? 


“Oily, that was a long time ago. People change.” 


For the better though! You changed for me, | 
changed for you! 


“Oily. This is a dream. Look back at your life, 
remember what you were doing every year. You 
think of the answer because you already know 
it. OK? | have to go.” 


Don't leave me! We were talking! 


“You're asking me why we can't be together 
forever!” 


| mean, not forever. One of us has to die first. 
And statistically speaking, half of marriages end 
in divorce, so we would need evidence to— 


“Good-byeeeeee!” 


Julie! Don't go! Wait! | need you! No! Don't turn 
off the sun! Come back! Please! PLEASE! 


... That's it. That's why my safe place is a cave. 
Julie never hurt me, but she was always so great 
that | was always jealous of her, wanting to be 
like her. This cave is the only place | don't feel 
jealous or competitive or hungry or lonely. I'm 
jealous of the sun... 


That's not your fault, you know that, right? 
You'd be a humble prick to worship your own 
shite. Be a man. Fuck your feelings and move on 
up to be one of the greats. Who cares if your 
jealousy sways your sails too far east? Turn the 
damn wheel west and you'll still reach your 
bearing! A job's a job and your job's to keep 
sailing! 

What in the seas are you talking about? You 
want me to live feeling jealous of the sun? 


Tis what | told you tis it not? Each ship has a 
different helm but they all float on the maiden. 


You're blinking daft! 


Shut your trap! Sailors like me a been sailing 
with no sun since the bamboo fell off the 
pyramids and floated to Europe! Fuck yer sun 
and fuck your heart! 


If it's a duel you're keen for I'll have you had! By 
the glory of the sun— 


Quit your bitching ‘bout the sun! She left you 
once and she'll do it again, you soft scallywag! 
Are you an Anderson? 


Aye! 
Are you a make us proud? 
Aye! 


Turn your wheel west and work till your belly's 
filled! 


Aye! An! what if the belly's never filled? 
Then you'll die and try again! 
AYE!!! 


You imagined your life without Julie? You'd be 
like Sam! Richer than an oyster and drunker than 
a king! Nothing more for ya in the world! 


Rum. Gold. Rum. Gold. Heave-ho. Heave-ho. 
Row faster lads! We're headed for gold! 


AYE CAPTAIN! 
“But the gold will anchor you down.” 
You wot? 


“The more gold he stole, the faster he 
drowned.” 


Julie! 
Woman on board! Bad luck! Abandon ship! 
Hold your ground you blighters! 


“The faster he drowned, the louder the sound. 
The sound of the mutineer's gun.” 


I'll stab at ye darned maid! 


“You'll never be rid of me. I'll always be the one 
your men worship.” 


Ye won't die! 


“The mutineer's gun were the sound of the 
thunder. The sound of the laughing sun.” 


She stabbed me! Help! Men! Blast you all! No! 
Back! 


“Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!” 


Wish | never laid eyes on you, cursed maid! NO! 


6 — ALFONSO 


NO! It doesn't make...it doesn't make...gasp. 
Gasp. Gasp. It was just a dream...fuck you, Julie! 
Do you realise how much better my life would 
be if | had never met you? 


Fuck...got me sweating. What time is it? Ah, I'll 
get to the courthouse early, read the newspaper 
in the park or something. Come on, body. Up 
you get. Shower. Hangover cure. Teeth. Hair. 
Clothes. Coffee. Court. 


Look your opponent in the eye as you walk your 
path to your seat. Let him know you're 
unstoppable. Just like Chris said. Kick some 
lawyer butt. Breathe. 


“Your Reader, I'd like to bring Thomas Alfonso 
to the stand.” 


No— 
“I'm sorry, what?" 
Nothing. 


“Mr Alfonso do you swear to tell the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” 


“| do.” 


“Mr Alfonso what is your connection to Mr and 
Mrs Anderson?” 


“I'm their relationship counsellor” 


“And how did they progress?” 


“| haven't asked my other client's permission to 
do this testimony yet.” 


(Say no.) 
Go ahead. 


(Are you mocking me?) 


“| was contacted by Mr Anderson on the 11th of 
July 2017 just after 9 am for appointment 
enquiries. We arranged for an appointment at 
5.30pm so that both him and his wife could 
attend after work.” 


Objection! 

“Ves?” 

Nothing. 

“Please, continue.” 


“The Andersons explained they were having 
trouble re-bonding after a serious event in their 
relationship that threatened their relationship.” 


OBJECTION! 
“What is it, Mr Anderson?” 
I'm sorry, | forgot. 


“Please hold this man in contempt of court for 
his constant blatherings. Do continue, Tom.” 


“Well, um...yes. Trouble re-bonding. It's a very 
common thing that happens in all relationships. 
But with these two, it was particularly troubling 
because of the emotional investment in that 


bond. They described it as love at first sight. 
Scientifically speaking, you have to imagine a 
hydrogen ion and a chlorine ion, two opposite 
polar charges attracting each other, and these 
two bonded on the first meeting. Extremely 
rare! 


“Well once this rare bond broke, they had 
trouble re-bonding, which takes a lot of time 
and effort. My advice seemed to work, and the 
couple got married.” 


“Do the couple still see you, Thomas?” 


“Well, um, Juliette still sees me but, as for the 
couple, | have to say no.” 


"What does Juliette still see you for, Thomas?” 
(This is torture.) 


“She has trouble sleeping in the same bed as 
him. She says she finds her mental state very 
distressing, addressing it to the insatiable sexual 
appetite of her, um, ex-husband?” 


We're still married. 
“Oh, er, I'm sorry!” 
(I hate you.) 


“So, in essence, once the couple got married, 
Mr Anderson stopped seeing you? Despite the 
mental stress of the hypnosis?” 


“Yes, that's right.” 


“Huh. Funny. It almost seems like Mr Anderson 
got what he wanted but Mrs Anderson did not.” 


“You know, | was thinking the exact same thing, 
they told me about the hypnotist and | was very 
uncertain about it, but once Mr Anderson had 
his "sweet dick solution", everything for her just 
went out the window! | have a theory that's 
called dependence theory, stating relationships 
can't exist unless both parties have their needs 
fulfilled.” 


Excuse me. Objection. 


“Just ignore him, he doesn't mean anything 
when he says that.” 


Your Reader, please, what does any of this have 
to do with the case? 


“I'm glad you asked. Argument in point is that 
your wife sucks, when really, she is fulfilling all 
of your needs without you fulfilling any of hers. 
This generates the need to fulfil her needs 
elsewhere, cite the cheating, hence why the 
reality of the situation is that your needs have 
outweighed hers for far too long. You, Mr 
Anderson, are in fact the one who sucks.” 


(Say something smart!) 


I'd like a quick recess. 


SHE IS TRYING TO HUMILIATE ME! WHAT IS 
THIS? "Let's go to a therapist!" she said. 
"Everything will get better!" she said. "There's 
nothing to worry about!" Well look where | am! 
Talking to myself in a court bathroom because a 
therapist | don't even see anymore is spilling all 


my dirt! And now I'm the one who sucks?? | was 
winning!!! 


What would Julie say? "If you're done having a 
tantrum, I'd like you to calm down now, you big 
baby". Shit! Woman! Get out of my head! I'm 
breathing. See? | breathe in. | breathe out. Like a 
normal human being. OK. How much time do | 
have? Three minutes???? OK, think, think, think. 
What happened? A therapist, my therapist came 
into court. He raised the opinion that | am the 
one who sucks. UGH. That | don't meet her 
needs. That | am 'insatiable'. What the fuck does 
that even mean? | was satisfied alright, when | 
had a WIFE THAT DIDN'T WANT TO CHEAT ON 
ME! FUCK! OWW! MY HAND! I'm bleeding! Put 
your gloves on, no one will notice, the cotton 
will soak up all the blood. OK calm down. You're 
gonna break your hand if you punch another 
mirror. Think. Sixty seconds before | have to go. 
Think. What's your argument? 


Your Reader, | would like to put forth a rebuttal 
to the counterargument. | know how to satisfy a 
woman. 


“Objection!” 


Wait, wait! The reason | stopped attending the 
therapy sessions is because my sexual appetite 
was Satisfied, so it no longer made no sense for 
me to go. | was unaware of my wife's needs not 
being met, despite us having sex every day like 
she wanted to. Making it her fault for not 


communicating an issue. The very idea of me 
not fulfilling her sexual desires is also unproven 
hearsay. My objection shall be raised. 


“Your objection is to a professional opinion of a 
well-studied relationship. Overrule it.” 


Wow. 
“Thomas?” 
(Oh lord.) 


“Would you care to relate to us Mrs Anderson's 
sexual complaints?” 


OBJECTION! UNNECESSARY! 
“Oh please, you know the reader will allow it.” 


“Mrs Anderson had many complaints. She no 
longer remembered what it was like to receive 
oral. She no longer cared about shaving, which 
then led to neglecting her personal hygiene. Her 
breasts ached nonstop and were in dire need of 
massage, she was scared to wear denim, bathe 
or shower in case her husband came into the 
room and got horny, and if that happened she 
would have to shower again, or neglect herself 
into a state of feeling soiled. She regretted not 
staying a virgin for life.” 


You're getting paid to tell the court what turns 
me on and use it against me in a legal battle? 


“Mr Anderson, please don't make this personal. 
Tom here is just doing his job.” 


(So that's his plan. He wants to make this 
personal.) 


“Tom, you mentioned massage? Can you explain 
why Mrs Anderson didn't see a masseuse for her 
pain?” 


“Well, because ever since that serious event | 
mentioned occurred Mr Anderson was a lot less 
trusting of his wife, and though she believed it 
was for a very good reason, she believed it 
would make her husband jealous to pay a 
stranger to touch her body, jeopardizing the 
relationship they had built together over the 
years. Quite logical, I'd say.” 


“Ladies and gentlemen of the court, Mrs 
Anderson sacrificed as much as she could once 
she realised she was not satisfying Mr 
Anderson's standards, never once daring to 
criticise him as badly as he had done to her. 
After she had made her mistake, she made sure 
to never make a misstep in the relationship for 
as long as she lived. There is no way a person as 
remorseful as her could in any way be said to 
suck. Your Reader, | rest my case.” 


(You're cross because you didn't see this 
coming. You got in his head, but you never saw 
this angle. You're not losing. You can counter 
that, right? Did she cheat? Yes. Did she show 
remorse? Yes? Did it stop her from cheating 
again? No! Do you have evidence she didn't 
cheat again? No...) 


(There has to be a counterargument. There just 
has to. | could hack her emails? No, that's illegal. 
| could say she gave me her emails? It's a 
believable lie. But it won't hold up if my 


opponent looks into it. He'll win if he does. He 
can't win, can he? No. No! NO! | have to win, | 
have to counter his argument, and cross 
examine the witness, or provide new evidence. 
Oh dogs. I'm losing! I'm losing to my wife!) 


(Wait. Wait... !) 


Your Reader, | have a rebuttal. This argument 
warrants its own objection because the 
emotional turmoil she experienced was brought 
on by her and her alone! 


In a perfect world, my wife and | would be 
happy right now. We wouldn't be arguing in 
court through lawyers and witnesses and we 
wouldn't have needed 're-bonding' as our 
counsellor suggested. Not only has she created 
emotional turmoil for herself, but her 
recklessness has anguished myself too. What 
can | do but heal my own pain while she heals 
hers? My wife and I are soulmates. Nothing she 
could ever do would make me hate her or leave 
her. My only sin has been to stay with her 
instead of protecting my own mental wellbeing. 
| am the victim here. | am not the one getting 
with strangers. My opponent's attempt of 
victimising the defendant is nothing more than a 
feeble attempt to appeal to your emotional 
side. 


Again, | was completely unaware of my wife's 
sexual needs, because it was her problem that 
she chose not to communicate to me, but to a 
therapist. There was no-one better to confide in. 
This was nothing more than an attempt to 


protect my feelings in order to save our 
relationship. The burden was hers and hers 
alone. The very idea that | am the one that sucks 
is based upon no evidence whatsoever. | urge 
you to disregard this point altogether. 


That felt good. But why don't | feel good now? 


| was losing. For the first time in my life, | started 
to lose. 


| failed to get in my opponent's head. He's 
trying the emotional approach because he 
knows I'll win the logical approach. Maybe he's 
hoping the reader is a female. That's how 
women work, they think with their emotions 
instead of logic. But no one will feel sorry for 
her! 


That's why | don't feel good. They all pity me. A 
lonely old man fighting the most passionate 
case of his life. A boy that fell in love at first 
sight. A boy that lost his precious love, and for 
what? 


| should go out. 


Hey wuu2 
Nmux 
Dinner 2nite? 


Kx 


7— DINNER 


This was a bad idea. What if there's a private eye 
stalking me? | don't want anyone taking 
evidence of me on a date. 


Just lie. It's just dinner. It's with your best friend. 
Your wife knows nothing about her. 


5X 


Just enjoy your date. | mean, enjoy your dinner. 
No physical contact. No intimacy. Just play it 
cool. 


Wait. I'm not cool! 


Make as many innuendos as possible. Laugh. 
Have more fun than you've ever had before. 
Explode with fun. You're a joke grenade. Pull 
the pin. That's what the maid said to the butler. 
Ha! Elle, oh elle. 


Elle! So glad you could make it! 
“Sorry I'm late, | got held up in traffic.” 


That's a pretty lame excuse. You should learn to 
lie. 

“I'm sorry I'm not well versed in this "lying" you 
speak of. Perhaps you could teach me?” 


(She's wearing denim jeans. Are they chafing? Is 
she dying to take them off?) 


(Red lipstick. The colour of love. Or blood. This 
girl's dangerous. Or on her period. Don't say 
that or else dinner's over. Order something 
from the menu! Then say it!) 


Well how about, "Sorry I'm late, | didn't want to 
come." 


“See now that one only works on you because 
you're such a rude old fart." 


Missy, the only thing little about me is my fuse. 


“Is it hot right now? I'd love to douse it with 
some water.” 


We're out of water. Saliva will have to do. 
“You're disgusting. Pig.” 

You love it. 

“Only sometimes.” 

“Hi there! Can | get the lovely couple a drink?” 
Oh, um we were in the middle of— 

“I'll have a strawberry daiquiri.” 

“Yes ma'am! And you sir?” 

I'll have the same. And we're not a couple. 
“Roger that. I'll be right back with your drinks!” 
“We're not a couple?” 

You know what | mean! 

“This isn't a date?” 


Did you think it was? 


“Oh, how every woman loves to hear the voice 
of 'the guy that decides whether or not he's 
joking depending on his audience's reaction.'” 


Elle please, listen. | can't talk about it here. I'll 
explain after dinner. 


“So now I'm obliged to go back to your place? 
We haven't even ordered!” 


Elle I'm telling you; this can't be a date. You 
know why. 


“| know why? God damn it, is she here?” 
No, Elle she's not here. 


“And after all that talk about saliva on your 
fuse...” 


Elle, come on. Look, you know what this is, and | 
know it. But it's not a date. 


“Fine.” 
“Two strawberry daiquiris!”’ 
Thank you. 


(She's already got lipstick on her glass. She's 
almost finished the drink. Stop her! If it has a 
fancy name that means it's expensive!) 


“So why don't you want to talk about her?” 

| don't think I've talked to you about it yet, but... 
“But?” 

But I'm in some legal trouble with my wife. 


“How much money does she want?” 


What? It's not like that, I'm the one suing her! 


“You need money? You want me to pay my half 
of the bill?” 


No, Elle just let me talk! OK? | don't need money 
from her. | don't even want to think about her 

right now, yet alone talk about her! | just want a 
lovely dinner with a beautiful, young, smart girl. 


“Hmph. Aren't you 'The Charmer’?”’ 


Yes. I'm practically drowning in snakes. Elle, it's 
personal. And because I'm prosecuting the case 
myself, it's also business. So, can we just enjoy 
the night? 


“Just enjoy the night, huh? What about me? I'm 
not something to enjoy? I'm just another girl to 
you?” 


Oh, that's not what | meant! You're older than 
me for the love of dogs! 


“Oh, thanks for reminding me, jackass.” 


Hey. Look. | think we got off on the wrong foot. 
Let's start again. Good evening. 


“Hello, Mister Man.” 

How was your journey here? 

“| got stuck in traffic.” 

Oh my dogs, that's such a bad excuse. 


“| don't need to hear this again, OK? Can we just 
order?” 


Whatever you want. 


“| want a divorce.” 
Excuse me? 


“Divorce your wife. Over the phone. In front of 
me.” 


Elle, a divorce doesn't just happen in a day. 
“You don't love me?” 
Elle, | never said that, look— 


“You never said anything. That's why | have to 
drag it out of you every damn time.” 


Elle, listen. 


“Stop calling me Elle, OK? This isn't a date. I'm 
not Elle. You're not a married man. Just two 
friends getting some dinner.” 

You're really going to friend-zone me? At dinner 
time? 

“What dinner? I'm just a naive little girl that 
can't tell reality from a lie. You're getting dinner, 
but this is my lunch. Dinner time doesn't exist. 


It's made up. Fiction. Like everything in your 
life.” 


“Are you ready to order?” 
Could you please fuck off for just a moment? 


“Oh, real mature. Insult the waiter at a not-date 
with me, why don'cha?” 


“I'll be right back.” 


| said please! ...| know what you're thinking. 


“No, you don't. Stop.” 


You want me to be your knight in shining 
armour. Mr Perfect. To see you as the woman of 
my dreams because when | get romantic, | draw 
you into a magical world. 


“Stop...Can we order?” 

.-SUre. 

“Call the man over. I'll have the steak surprise.” 
Got it. Couldn't break the bank even if you tried. 
“I'll do the talking.” 

Yes, boss. 

“Can | get you anything?” 


“One rare steak surprise for me please anda 
Caesar salad for the gentleman.” 


“Right on! Back in a second! Let me take your 
menus.” 


“Oh, and I'd like to apologise for the former 
rudeness of my guest here tonight. Could you 
please keep my drink refilled tonight? He'll be 
sure to tip generously. And one red wine with 
my meal.” 


“Anything you say! I'll be right back.” 
...Caesar salad? 


“You know how much it turns me on to see you 
acting like a woman for a change. Now you'll get 
a taste of how much harder our lives are.” 


| don't like you taking advantage of me. 


“Good. That makes it even more fun.” 
...YOu saw him today didn't you? 
“Hey. Stop that. Get out of my head.” 


Oh, now it all makes sense. Being late? Your 
irritable mood? 


“My irritable mood probably has something to 
do with how disgustingly coarse your voice is to 
my fragile eardrums.” 


Sure! Blame it all on me, not your second 
strawberry daiquiri! 


“Gulp. Make that my third.” 
You know, alcoholism is an addiction. 


“Like you would know the first thing about an 
addiction! You haven't smoked a cigarette in 
your life!” 


Well, excuse me for not wanting to grow up to 
suck on cancer's teat twenty times a day! 


“You're confusing frequency for addiction.” 
| don't think— 


“For example, you see me as frequently as you 
can, you've never spent more than two days ina 
row with me. But you can't say that you're 
addicted to me now, can you?” 


Anything can be addictive when given time. 


“That's avery simplified view of it, good sir. 
Heroin. Most addictive substance known to 
mankind or womankind. But its addictiveness 


differs in people depending on their 
environmental situations. The main factor being 
boredom.” 


Since when are you an expert on heroin? 


“On addiction. | read books. Ever heard of 
them? They're tiny trees that make you wiser.” 


Ha ha. Hilarious. 


“| wasn't joking. But...! wouldn't talk to you if 
you didn't think otherwise.” 


Why can't every conversation start like this? 
With you teaching me something? 


“Do you enjoy realising how little you know? | 
told you, you're a masochist.” 


| thought the conversation was more enjoyable 
than beforehand... 


“Well if you think this is pleasure, | don't think 
your morbid man mind can handle the rest of 
the night.” 


(Damn) Did | ever tell you how attractive that is? 
“Oh, shut up!” 
I'm serious! You're smart, witty... 


“You're only saying this to make sure | shag you 
later.” 


Oh, | have an answer to that, but you'll have to 
listen for a while. 


“Go on.” 


There's a theory that there are infinite parallel 


universes, one for every choice that exists. If 
that's true, that means that our choices are 
sometimes already made for us, we're either in 
the universe where we've decided to say 'yes', 
or we're in the universe where we've chosen 
‘no’. 

“| don't think your best chance is to suggest | 
don't have a choice.” 


But do we have a choice? If it coincides with any 
creationist theory, then someone else has 
already decided that this is the universe where 
we have sex. 


“And if it isn't?” 

Well then, | guess the creator hates me. 
“It's quite easy to." 

Meaning...what exactly? 


“Do | really have to spell it out for you? White 
knights don't give up their princess just because 
the universe told them to.” 


You expected romance. For me to woo you. 


“Not since you told me this wasn't a date | 
didn't.” 


My apologies, fine lady. | kiss your hand and 
grovel at your feet; how ever may | make this up 
to you...? 


“Let's see...” 


“One rare surprise steak for the lady and a fresh 
Caesar salad with a lemon vinaigrette for the 


gentleman.” 

“Thank you, my good man, you're darling.” 
“Enjoy ma'am!” 

Lemon vinaigrette? 


“You can make it up to me by doing as | say 
tonight. To the T.” 


...What is that? | thought he said steak? 
“You didn't read the menu? It's vegan.” 
But why does it look like a golden hot-dog? 
“Because that's what | ordered? A surprise. 


“It's honey-glazed. Minced tofu assorted with 
vegetables, macadamia nuts, beans and sesame 
seeds. 


“They cook it sous-vide. Makes it perfectly 
tender. And the bread? It's actually incredibly 
skinny vegan lasagna. Looks like the same tofu 
mix on paper...but this one is spicier. The pasta 
is laced with avocado and peanuts, the mince is 
hot and spicy, and the tomato layer functions as 
a cheeseboard, with grape and mango fruit 
sides. All vegan cheeses sliced to perfection. It's 
supposed to taste like Italy if animals had never 
been sacrificed for their meals. Like Mother 
Nature's golden bosom, oozing with honey. 
And. It's all. Mine. Paired perfectly, with a fruity 
red wine.” 


Looks delicious. And here | am with a stupid 
salad. 


“| don't want you to lose your pretty figure. Try 
it. It'll shut you up enough to let me taste my 
beautiful hot dog.” 


...No dessert? 


“Mm, oh dog this is soo good. Mm, mm-mmmm, 
trust me, you'll get your dessert.” 


8 — BITCH 

Bro. It's me. No time. Sex. Now. 
“Julie?” 

New girl. 

“Fuck! Drunk?” 

Careful. Two cabs. Scenic. Tipsy. 


“Il got you. Women love a light weight, makes 
them feel secure, in control. Boner check.” 


Um...negative. 


“Bro, do not let me down on this one. Assuming 
you've got a few minutes, get naked and make a 
romantic atmosphere.” 


Roger that. 
“And bro, are the nuts in the jungle?” 
You think | should shave? 


“She shaved! | guarantee it! She wants the 
tongue, dude! She's gonna want to return the 
favour without eating a live animal!” 


Knock. knock. 

She's here! 

“Wait, did you hide the booze?” 
Who hides alcohol from a date? 


“Bro, you don't know this woman! Remember 
the teddy bear from uni?” 


FUCK! OK, I'll hide the wine in the vegetable 


drawer. 

Just a minute! 

“How naked are you?” 
Uh, AH! Hundred percent. 
“Boner check.” 

Negative! 


“Bro, you cannot let her see a limp penis when 
she walks in. You want this?” 


Yes: 

“She hot?” 

Yes! 

“You gonna turn her into a waterfall?” 
YES! 

Knock, knock. 

| have to go. 


“Wait. Wipe your sweaty forehead with a 
dishcloth. | know how you get.” 


Thanks, bro. You the man. 


“No, you the man! | wanna hear that ass clap 
from here, boy!” 


We got a positive. 
“Tell me one last thing. Ass or boobs?” 
Ass. Like a horse. 


“Don't say that to her, women like being called 
thick, the kids say it all the time!” 


Thick. Got it. I'm going in. 

“Rock my world, bud!” 

What took you so long? 

“Now that's what | call prepared.” 
Mm. 

“Mm.” 


Mmm. (Pick her up.) Have you been working 
out? 


“Mhm. Why? Does my ass feel that good?” 
| don't know. | forgot. Let me feel again. 
“Mmm, you're such a horny boy.” 

All for you baby. Mm. 

“Wait.” 

Yes? 


“| have a surprise for you. Lead me to your 
chamber.” 


As you command m'lady. (Throw her onto the 
bed. Damn she looks hot. Even in jeans. And 
that weird red top with the frilly shoulders. 
What are you, a flower? Do you have a stamen? 
Is your fashion statement "blow me"? | want 
you to take it off. Yes, just like that.) Oh my god. 


“You like what you see? Big boy?” 
Are those made of...? 
“Jelly. I'm wearing...jelly.” 


They look...they look...um... 


“Would you stop flapping that useless flap of 
skin you call a bottom lip? Ravish me!” 


(You've been staring at her boobs for an hour.) 
I've never seen anything like this. Them | mean. 
OW! Don't pull my hair! Mmm. Mmm-mm. 
Mmohmydommme! 


“Yeah, you like them! You like my sweet girls 
don't you, big boy?” 


Mhmm. I— 
“Shush. No teeth. Just tongue.” 
Mhmm. 


“That's it. There you go. Fucking slurp on my 
nipples. Oh fuck. Yesss. You like that? You like 
my big, beautiful, bouncy titties?” 


Mmm. 
“Oh yes. Ah! Now you go down there. Tee hee!” 


(One button. Two buttons. Wait. What am | 
doing? RIP THEM FROM THE BOTTOM!) 


“Yeah, give me that body! | want that hairy 
chest, you sexy beast. Eat me! AHH!” 


(She likes it. Get some more jelly.) 
“Ohhh yesssss!!!!”” 

“Mmm you're so big right now?” 
Mmmmm. Mmmereeleleleleh. 
(Fuuuck!) 


“Did you just fucking cum?” 


(Uh oh.) 

“Oh. My dog. You cannot be serious.” 
(Say something!) I'm sorry! (WHAT???) 
“What??” 


| didn't mean to...you know. (Stop talking! Just 
stop! She's put in all this effort to have jelly 
moulded onto her boobs and you're ruining it!) 


“Fucking bitch.” 

Huh? 

“BAD!” 

(Did she just bitch slap me?) 
“WHERE ARE MY TOYS?” 


In...in the drawer. (Look at that ass. Clenched 
ass can only mean one thing.) Elle, I— 


“QUIET!!!” 

(I told you she was mad.) 
“Give me your hands!” 

(Ow! Don't cuff me so tight!) 


“And to make sure you never speak again, 
here.” 


(Oh, come on Elle. Not the ring gag.) 
“Put it in your mouth you dirty little slut.” 
Mhmm. 


“You're gonna do everything | say, aren't you? 
Disobedient bitch!” 


Mhm. (Think. What else does she have in that 
drawer? Handcuffs. Gag.) MERRRR! 


“QUIET WHEN I SPANK YOU!” 
(...1 forgot the whip.) 

“BAD!” 

Merr! 

“You cum when | tell you to!” 
Merrrrherherher! 

“Are you crying?” 

Muuh muuh! 

“You a good slut?” 

Mhm! 


“Come here! This is what happens to bad little 
sluts that don't make Mama happy! I'm gonna 
cuff your legs and take you to the couch. Bad 
dog. But first...” 


Kerph! (She had a leash? Crap, man she also had 
a... she's wearing the strap on.) 


“Beg!” 

Erhhh! 

“Ass! Up!” 

Erlrer prirerarsrer nror Ir'm srorry | glerrh! 


“Suck my fingers! Pig! You're a bad boy...and 
bad boys get spanked!” 


Erhherher! 


“If you struggle...I'm going to go deeper. I'm 
going to keep fucking you so deep and make 
you choke on my big fat cock! Yeah, pig! Oh 
yeah...stop! Turn around!” 


Erlrer nro-HO! 


“Shut up! You'll be quiet while | fuck you you 
dirty little bitch! Don't fucking cum unless | 
fucking tell you to! Oh yeah. | love it when you 
moan. Louder. LOUDER! Oh yeah, yes, yes. 
FOLLOW!” 


(Let's get a double bed you said, you want the 
extra space to sleep you said.) 


“You've been a good little bitch so I'm going to 
let you talk, you horny little goat. Don't speak 
yet. Then I'm going to take off your hand cuffs. 
And then you're going to fuck the living shit out 
of me and cum when | tell you. Got it?” 


Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. 
“GOOD!” 
UGH UGH UGH 


Fuck. Yes. This is what | needed. How do you like 
me now Julie? You see how good | am! 


“Choke me you bitch.” 
Ugh. Agh. Agh. 


I'm loyal. | do everything she tells me to. | know 
how to obey. 


“Fuck. Me. HARDER!” 


She loves me. She wants me more than anyone. 


She wants me to sleep with her. To wake up 
with her. To fuck her. 


OW! 


“You like it when | whip you, you naughty, foul- 
mouthed boy! You love being punished.” 


It feels so good! 


“You like it when | pull your hair out? It makes 
you fuck me harder?” 


Ohh argh ah yesss!! 

“I'm cumming. Oh yes?” 

Cum for me, Julie. 

(WHAT?) 

“Julie??” 

(Here comes the slap.) YOW!! 


Elle, I'm sorry I— (Yeah cos apologising worked 
so well the first time. Watch her get dressed, 
idiot. You have one minute to console her 
before she leaves in a taxi.) 


“You know what? I'm sorry. I'm sorry | tried to 
get with a married guy who is suing his wife, 
because | thought he had an empty heart and 
that | could fill it!” 


Elle, she's my ex-wife! | haven't been with 
anyone since her! 


“Oh, so that makes it okay, huh? You already 
had a special someone so we can't have 
something special?” 


That's not what | said! 


“Well say it! Huh? Because | have tried to be the 
one for you but every time it is her getting in the 
way! Why are you suing her, huh? You trying to 
get rid of her and finally be happy? Or you just 
trying to keep her in your life?” 


Because she sucks! She has been making me 
miserable for years! She cheated on me, Elle! Did 
you know that? She's a liar and a cheater and a 


“News flash! What do you think you're doing 
right now? Wearing your wedding ring and... 
and...” 


What are you talking about? I'm not the one 
who sucks! 


“YOU SUCK! You suck, you suck, you suck! No 
one sucks as much as you do! | haven't met 
anyone who sucks as much as you do, even the 
president of America doesn't suck this much!” 


...| Suck? For your information, | have done 
everything to make my wife— 


“YOUR WIFE'S NOT HERE ANYMORE!!! What 
have you done for me? Huh?? Do whatever | tell 
you to do? Fuck up everything | don't tell you to 
do? Argue with me at dinner?” 


| thought that's what you wanted! 


“| wanted you to be rude to me? What | wanted 
is to be happy! And | have wasted my time with 
someone that doesn't think I'm beautiful or 


want anything from me!” 


What are you talking about! I'm here now! With 
you! In my apartment! How could you possibly 
think | don't want you when I'm letting you fuck 
me with a fucking dildo! 


“Stop yelling at me! You didn't even tell me 
about your wildcat tattoo! Who on earth are 
you, huh?” 


..-Elle, wait. 


“STRIKE THREE!” 


That was bad. Oh my dog that was bad. 


I'm a cheater. I'm just as bad as my wife! This is 
the worst thing | could have possibly done! At 
the worst time! How can | go back to court 
tomorrow when the entire world is against me! | 
suck? No. How is that possible? Because | 
cheated, years after my wife cheated? Due to 
her psychological torment? Yes. This is her fault. 
Everything stems back to her. 


As for Elle? OK. | came too early. But | made up 
for that! And then | said the wrong name in the 
bedroom. But she'll forgive me. 


Oh dogs! The case! I'm supposed to argue 
tomorrow! 


| have to do something. | have to lower my 
alcohol levels and think of a plan! How do you 
get alcohol out of blood? Hannah! How do | 
decrease my blood alcohol level? 


“Beep. You can decrease your blood alcohol 
level by urinating frequently and drinking lots of 
water!” 

Water!! Of course! It was so obvious! Glug. | 
need to keep glug drinking water. Heh. Heh. 
What was stage two of my plan? Text Elle? OK. 
Hi Elle. Sorry about tonight. | was kind of drunk. 
Elle, oh Elle. I'll grab you a coffee before work? 
Hope we can patch things up. 


X. Wait no x. They could check my text 
messages. The legal battle! Right! | have to 
remember everything that happened. Monday, | 
gave my side of the argument, Tuesday was the 
rebuttal...today's Tuesday. Well, now it's 
Wednesday at 2 in the morning. Holy shit! I'm 
losing! I'm gonna lose. | can't lose, | have to 
think! | need evidence! That my wife's a cheater! 
But I'm a cheater! | need to destroy evidence! 
Wait? What's that smell? Throw the dildo out the 
window! 


9g - WEDNESDAY MORNING 


“Your Reader, it is clear to me that the 
prosecution has no counter-argument to the 
events of yesterday and is ready for your 
judgment.” 


No. Not true. (There has to be something | 
haven't said. Liar. Cheater. Psychological 
damage. Yada, yada, yada.) 


“Your Reader, if it's fine with you I'd like to 
bring the prosecution to the stand for 
questioning again.” 


Oh really? What now? 
“Please, Mr Anderson. Get on the stand.” 


“Mr Anderson, how long have you and Mrs 
Anderson been married?” 


8 months. 


“And you mentioned previously that you've 
been unhappy for years?” 


Yes. | have done everything in my power to 
please my wife. 


“Mr Anderson...you claimed that she is the love 
of your life. While that may be reason enough to 
not divorce her, you've made it seem a lot like 
marrying her was a favour to her. Like because 
of it she would be indebted to you.” 


Absolutely not. 


“Monday you mentioned, and | quote, 'There 
are countless things | tried to make us a family 


again. | married the woman for God's sake!' 
Wouldn't you agree that most people marry for 
love instead?” 


That is not what | meant. | meant | would never 
have married her if | didn't want to fix things. 


“| have an alternative theory, Mr Anderson. Can 
you disprove that this is all part of your 
manipulative plan? To make your wife feel bad? 
To make her so ashamed of being married to 
you, that she wouldn't even be able to face you 
in court?” 


That is ridiculous, that is hearsay, and there is no 
proof of that. 


“When's the last time you told your wife you 
love her, Mr Anderson? Because on her phone 
records, you haven't said it once in the last eight 
months.” 


| don't remember! We're having a fight right 
now! 


“Don't you care about making your wife the 
happiest wife in the world?” 


Now that is a completely different topic 
altogether. Equality means that men and 
women are equal in every way. | don't value her 
happiness because | don't even value my own 
happiness! As long as she is smart and beautiful, 
that's all | could ever ask of her. And loyal. And 
she will always be beautiful to me! Even in old 
age! 


“No matter how hard you testify, Mr Anderson, 


the facts remain that you claim to love her, but 
you never say it. You said you would marry her, 
but you never show any joy for it. As far as 
expressing your feelings for her go, you haven't 
expressed anything for her except for when you 
made her dinner.” 


...['d like to make an objection. 
“About what?” 


Expressing emotion is a difficult response for a 
large proportion of males to perform. 


“Oh, come now. You've only just mentioned 
that you're not a man of traditional values. How 
can you expect us to believe you believe in 
sexism against men now?” 


Because men and women are not the same! 
Men don't think emotionally! Ever! We just pick 
up the first suitable idea that comes to mind, 
which is why it's harder for us to both give and 
receive expressions of emotion! Women have 
feelings of needing a hug or wanting to kiss 
someone, but men only have hunger! | object to 
your statement on the grounds that | am 
emotionally numb as a male! 


“Even so, you recognised that your wife is an 
emotional person and that her emotional needs 
were not being fulfilled despite how close you 
were with her personally and your relationship 
being obviously disturbed. Your Reader, I rest 
my case.” 


.. Your Reader, in any case my wife did not give 


any indication that she felt emotionally distant 
from me. 


“Objection! Wife attended therapy sessions for 
months without her husband present.” 


I'd like a quick recess. 


OK. Let's figure this out. It's 2-1 to him. | need to 
think of something right now. 


Was | inconsiderate? Yes. He proved it. Move 
onto the next point. What do | need? His points 
were | was inconsiderate and that | pushed her 
to cheat by failing to re-bond with her. So, | 
need to say that | didn't push her to cheat and... 
what am | doing? Oh no. Not now. | can't give up 
now. But | can't win. You can't win. The re- 
bonding theory works. As long as she couldn't 
pick up enough love momentum, being with her 
would have never allowed us to re-bond no 
matter how close we were. I've lost. 

... There has to be a way. No. The counsellor 
destroyed my only out. I've lost. Wait. Past 
tense. 


Your Reader, I'd like to bring myself to the 
stand. 

“Oh Lord.” 

Your Reader, | have to give my opponent some 
credit. After Thomas Alfonso's testimony 
yesterday, | realised something. That any effort 
after the cheating event could not be held 
completely attributable to my wife. A 


relationship requires joint effort from all parties 
consistently. Which is why I'd like to pose a new 
rebuttal. Your Reader, | am here. | am pouring 
my heart out passionately in court, having my 
relationship being torn apart and examined 
simultaneously! By complete strangers! The 
amount of emotional turmoil I've been through 
these past few days has been immeasurable. 
But what about Julie? She hasn't been here, 
she's been at home, filing her nails, pretending | 
no longer exist! You can look at the phone logs 
my opponent has, she hasn't called or texted 
me in far too long, and all I've been able to do in 
response is patiently wait for her to come to her 
senses and come back to me! All | am able to do 
is give her her space and wait! | am going 
through torture! And she won't even 
acknowledge my existence! 

“Objection. Your Reader, Mr Anderson has 
shown zero interest in repositioning himself in 
this relationship.” 

That's just not true! |—We would talk about 
having kids, all the time! We planned our whole 
lives together! One girl, two twin boys. The girl 
was to be called Schae, after her godmother, 
and the boys were going to be Lewis and Lucas! 
| have done everything to support that vision! 
Your Reader, | would never even dream about 
leaving my wife and I have done everything | 
possibly can, you have to believe me! | want kids 
with her! | want the last eight months of our 
lives to be even greater than the first eight! 

“| thought you might say something that 


ridiculous. Do you recognise this? Mr 
Anderson?” 

(No. Oh dogs no. It can't be. Really?) 

It looks...a lot like...some kind of cake? 

“It's a dildo, Mr Anderson. A strap-on. If you 
will.”” 

... That's not mine. 

“Good. I'd like to have your rectum examined 
for DNA testing.” 


10 - WEDNESDAY EVENING 


Where did it all go wrong? I'm a loser! | have 
nothing to live for anymore! My wife hates me! 
Elle hates me! All my plans have just fallen out 
the window! 


Where am | supposed to live now? | can't stay 
here! | can't look at that couch again, step on 
the floor where | was made to crawl on all fours! 
It's an apartment of failures! 


It's Elle's fault! But...that makes it my fault. | 
invited her here, she didn't have a key! Oh dogs, 
where did it all go wrong? 


| need to think. But every time | think, | realise | 
suck!!! | lost my first legal battle! Because | got 
too personal! | should've stepped away from the 
case, what was | thinking? And the date? You 
went on a date in the middle of a trial against 
your wife? Idiot! OWW!!! 


Why do | keep punching things? Think, you idiot, 
think! OK...l know what | have to do. There's 
only one person with the power to calm me 
down and help me think... 


“Oliver? What are you doing here?” 
Hi Julie. Can you let me in from the rain? 
...| like what you've done with the place. 


“Erm...thanks. Luke had an architect come in 
here and flush out all the old features that didn't 
work...did you come here to spy on me?” 


No, no, |—em I came here to apple. 

“To apple?” 

Yes. Apple, Peter, Orange— 

“You can't even say the word apologise?” 
...Don't make me do it. 

“Ugh, you are such a baby.” 

Please don't. 

“Alright. | accept your apology.” 

... Thank-you. 

“Can you leave now?” 

...| don't understand. 

“..Please...stand up...and walk outside...” 
Where did it all go wrong, Julie? 

“Are you serious?” 


We were going to have three kids, Schae, Lewis 
and Lucas... 


“| have been waiting months for you to come 
crawling back to me. 


“And you know what? | realised you're not 
worth it. Love is not worth it. What am | 
sacrificing for, huh? | get to be less happy, have 
less choice and be appreciated less, because 
some guy says he loves me more?" 


Some guy? We're married! 


“You took advantage of me, Oliver! You took 
me for granted, you made sure | did everything 


you said, and it made me miserable trying to 
keep you happy! That wasn't a relationship, it 
was just another contract!" 


...But | did everything! 


“Yeah. You did. And it wasn't enough. Your 
feelings are not enough to satisfy a woman, 
when you can't even get them out of your 
head." 


I'll change? 


“Oliver. Look at me. There is something wrong 
with you. | shouldn't have to force my husband 
to be something he's not a natural at. | need 
emotions. Luke provides that for me.” 


Who is this Luke person? 


“He's my best friend. And I've started seeing 
him. Regularly.” 


...But | was your best friend... 
“Oliver, come on. Let's go.” 


Wait, wait. I'm sorry, I... | didn't mean for this 
conversation to be so uncomfortable. 


“Ugh. You couldn't have called instead?” 


Oh yeah that sounds great. Win back your wife 
by begging for her over the phone. 


“Oliver. You know what will really make me 
happy? Signing those divorce papers.” 


| can't do that! That will make us divorced! 


“Yes, Oliver. That will make us divorced...as for 


where it all went wrong, | guess | owe you an 
apology too. | shouldn't have rushed into a 
relationship with you. | should never have even 
gotten married to you. | was young and | was 
immature. | should've waited more.” 


What? We waited three years to get married! 


“And by then | was so desperate to get it over 
with that | never even looked back! | was jealous 
of my sister. You know what she said to me? 
"Who stays engaged for three years?" And that 
wasn't your fault. It was my problem, and | 
didn't take care of it even though | knew | 
should have.” 


But we were together! | would've tried to take 
care of it! 


“1 couldn't confide in you! All you do is march up 
and down the hallway pretending you're in 
court! You don't eat or sleep sometimes! That 
fucking hurts!” 


...Why can you confide in me now? 


“| don't know. | guess | got braver without 
you. Because | am stronger without you.” 


But we're perfect for each other! You're brave 
enough to take control now! And I'm desperate 
to do everything you say! How long have you 
been seeing Luke? 


«Five months.” 
...Five months?? 


“Dr Alfonso introduced him to me at dinner.” 


... | homas? Alfonso? 


“Oliver, look at me. Notice anything other than 
the fact that | am happy here?” 


...Did you do something with your hair? 
“Fine. I'll take my top off.” 
... You want to have sex? 


“'M PREGNANT, OLIVER! | am happy here. With 
my new family. | want kids with Luke. Not you.” 


But...but I'm not happy! 


“| know. You look like a dead rat and you smell 
like you've been lying in the gutter.” 


But...what are you going to name her? 
“It's too early to tell the baby's sex yet.” 
You can't name her Schae. 


“1 can name my child whatever the fuck | want 
to name it, Oily.” 


I... this is all wrong! Julie, I'm going to be 
miserable for the rest of my life without 
you...you're my one true love! 


“1 can't do this. | can't be with you. | am trying 
to let you down easy but you're making this so 
much harder than it has to be!” 


Do you still love me? 


“| hate you, Oliver! You have been the source of 
my misery for the past 8 months and | am going 
to be happy. | want you to know how happy | 
am every time you look at a woman and realise 


how badly you screwed up.” 

That's what this is about? Punishing me? 
“Yeah. Punishing you feels good.” 

Why does every woman want to punish me? 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 

...| kinda started seeing someone too. 
“You're not serious.” 

If you came to court, you'd know | was. 


“You're seeing someone already? Are you 
serious? She came to court? You won't even 
divorce me!” 


They found her dildo from last night. It's 
evidence now. 


“SO what? You breaking up with me now? Or 
what?” 


You're only pretending to be over me. 
“Oliver. Answer the question, honey.” 


I'm not your honey. You're living in my old 
house with Luke! 


“| bought this house.” 
| paid half! You love me! | can see it in your eyes! 
“Oliver, answer the fucking question, now.” 


You're jealous! You're using Luke to get me 
back! This was all part of your manipulative plan! 


“Oily. Stop.” 


|. Am seeing someone. And. She. Loves me. 


“Wow. And how long have you been seeing 
each other?” 


..A month. 
“One month? And she loves you?” 


Maybe she didn't fall as hard as you did but she 
feels what | feel. 


“You're a fucking liar! She's just sleeping with 
you for your money! There's no way anyone 
would fall in love with such an ugly, miserable 
psychopath and you never even loved me!” 


AHA! You're biased! | have never done anything 
that suggested | was a psychopath— 


“Quit it, Oliver! This is everything that's wrong 
with you! Not everyone wants to argue with 
you!” 

Arguing is my job! 


“Yeah? Well you don't work here! Go back to 
work! I'm happy. You are the miserable black 
hole that turns everything around it into more 
misery. All you do is....” 


...SO that's it? We're just over? Even though you 
don't want us to be? 


“Yup. Just like | said when you walked in the 
door. I. Do not. Want to love you. Anymore.” 


And that's even though I'll change? Be the best 
husband you ever had? 


“What is wrong with your ears? Are they 


WORKING??” 


Jheeze! Alright! I'm going! | get it. | just...l wish 
you'd give me a second chance. | know, I've 
spent half a week debating this in court, that | 
haven't been the best husband you deserve. | 
should be treating you as a trophy, as a friend, 
as the best and most precious thing | have ever 
had in my life. 


“Eight. Months. Late. Oliver.” 


Hey, is Luke going to love you as much as | did? 
Going to put as much effort in as | am? 


“You're a pathological liar, Oliver. Now get out 
of my house!” 


...Fine. | have a date. 


“Go home to your imaginary date, Oliver” 

Hey! Don't push me! 

“Give her all the love in the world and don't call, 
don't text, don't ever come back.” 

Sweet! 

“Excuse me?” 

Sweet, sweet, sweet! 


“You wanna know the truth? The hypnosis 
never worked! | just wanted you to love me 
again! Bye. Asshole.” 

...Fuck you. You love me. Your babies are going 
to be ugly. They'll have pictures of my kids in 
their locker! 


11 - WEDNESDAY NIGHT 


Tonight, was a win. | have proof my wife sucks 
that | didn't even think of. She's trying to 
divorce me even though she's still in love with 
me and she's been using our relationship 
counsellor to get a new boyfriend. Winning. 
What kind of wife destroys an oath? If it wasn't 
for Henry VIII, | could've legally beheaded her by 
now. 


How many lies did I tell? Two? No, two anda 
half. | lied about the date tonight. And being ina 
relationship with Elle. And that she wanted my 
babies. But the date was a half-lie. | don't need 
women to be happy. | can just date myself. 


That's a really good point! Why do | even like 
women? Boobs and pussy? Who needs them? All 
| need is a firm right hand, and maybe someone 
else's when he gets tired. You know what? Guys 
are more experienced at hand jobs! If | was gay, 
| would be so much happier, because the hand 
jobs would be so much better. Maybe I'd even 
get a good blow job? Why have | never joined 
the gay community before? Bi-curious. That's 
what they'll call me. Blow jobs every day of the 
year. Now that | think about it, blow jobs aren't 
even gay! So what if another man sucks me off? 
I'm more of a blow job connoisseur. I'll make a 
scientific study, time how long it takes for me to 
reach completion, with at least three men and 
three women! 


Dogs. | miss romance. The gay community is for 


me. Women never get men flowers! Men are 
caring, intelligent specimens that will make me 
feel good. | don't even need women to feel 
good in my life! All | need is a cock addict. 


...DO | really miss sex that much? No, it's the 
romance that | miss! ...Do | really miss Julie that 
much? ...Maybe, for now. But everything is 
going to be fine. She's my soulmate, we'll end 
up back together eventually. 


You know what? | need a win. If I'm going to 
lose the case, | may as well make my wife 
jealous and have her begging me to take her 
back. 


Hey, Elle. 


“What, that's it?? You forgot about coffee this 
morning and that's your apology?” 


..-Elle... 


“| know...you're trying to make things work. 
Look, | just really hate feeling vulnerable around 
you. | mean, you keep hurting me, but it's not 
your fault. I'm trying to be nice, | put jelly on my 
tits for you...” 


| got caught up with work. 
“Ahuh...2 How's Julie?” 
What? How do you know | saw her? 


“I was talking about the divorce; what do you 
mean you saw her?” 


Oh. | haven't asked her yet. 


“You drove to her house after work? And not to 
talk about the divorce? Are you sleeping with 
her?” 


No, Elle! | am not sleeping with her! 


“lam so fucking stupid! You probably didn't 
even have court today!” 


ELLE! | am sorry and | am trying to make up for 
making a mistake by talking to you over coffee, 
BUT YOU WON'T LISTEN TO ANYTHING | SAY! 


«YOu talk first. | talk after.” 


Thank you! | saw Julie today, but we gotina 
heated argument about you! A normal person 
would say "Hi Olly! How was work?" instead of 
biting my head off every chance they get! Work 
was terrible! I'm losing, Elle! I'm going to lose 
my perfect record, I'm going to lose my 
reputation, I'm going to lose ALL of my high- 
profile customers because | slept with you! And 
they have proof! After being so fucking careful! 
So, you know what | want? | want to take you 
home right now and fuck you till your head's 
spinning. And | don't want a coffee to have any 
part of this argument whether or not that 
happens! ...OK your turn. 


“Wow. Um...” 


...| didn't mean to come across so forcefully | 
just— 


“Take me.” 


..| want more. This time we're having a 
threesome. And I'm in charge. 

“.OK...meet me at my place in thirty minutes.” 
No. You meet me at my place in thirty minutes. 


“You really want to take charge, huh? Guy or 
girl.” 


Woman. | want her to do everything | say. 


“| have a friend. You'll like her. See you in 
thirty.” 


Knock, knock. 


| open the door and... 


Entrée, mademoiselles. 

“Did somebody call maid service?” 

(Oh. My. Dog.) 

Elle...you look— 

“My, my, my! This place is absolutely filthy!” 
“Meet Emma.” 

Bonjour, madame. 

“Where should | start my service, sir?” 


Come in. I'll get us some wine. 


“Uh, uh, uh. That's not how it works this time. 
You sit down. And we will take care of you.” 


“Order me to dust the apartment, Mr 


Anderson.” 


Dust the apartment, Emma. But | don't think | 
have a feather duster. 


“| carry one between my boobies!” 
How...convenient? 


“There you go! Three glasses of white wine, 
Blank Souvenir.” 


Merci. Salut. 


“Hello yourself, sir! You look very dashing in a 
crisp, white shirt! A modern knight in shining 
armour!” 


Thank you! (I like this girl. Good choice, Elle.) 
“But your trousers, they're so dusty!” 

| don't see any— 

“Let me get that for you!” 

Well, that's one way to clean my crotch. 


“Mister Anderson, you're such a dirty boy! The 
dust won't come off!” 


| don't— 

“He wants you to use your hands, Emma.” 
(Fuck.) 

“It's so hard! It's not coming off!” 

“Let me try. Four hands are better than two.” 


“1 can't understand! I'm usually good with my 
feather duster!” 


“Why don't we use his feather duster? | think he 
stores it in here.” 


(Three. Two. One.) 


“Oh! Miss Elle, it's so big! | don't know how to 
use this one!” 


“Rub it in your hands like this. It's electric. Just 
needs to be warmed up first...” 


“OH!! It's so hot! I didn't expect this!” 
It's not the size that counts, it's how you use it. 


“Watch, Emma. It expands when it gets wet. 
Mmm.” 


“Oh! So handy! Mmm!” 
Mmmmm. 


“Oops! I'm so sorry, Mister Anderson! | spilt 
wine all over you! | need to take your shirt off so 
| can clean you.” 


Go ahead. 


“But we don't have any towels! Oh no! | must 
soak up your fluids somehow!” 


“Rub yourself against him, Emma.” 


“Like this? Oh, it's working! The feather duster is 
expanding!” 


“You clean upstairs, I'll keep cleaning 
downstairs.” 


I... think I lost my wallet on the way here. 


“What bad chance!” 


“I'm sure we'll find some way to make you 
compensate for our service. Hey, Emma, let's 
see what else will suck up the wine.” 


“4'll drink it! It's all over my new feather duster!” 
“l was thinking, something more like this.” 


“So smart! Carbs are the best for soaking 
alcohol!” 


(In case you're wondering, they're rubbing my 
entire torso with frosted cake.) 


“Get it all over him. We don't want him to be 
dripping again.” 


“MM! The more wine | suck, the more wine 
comes out! He's filthy!” 


“Let's swap. You do upstairs.” 


“Mister Anderson, will you help me hoover my 
pussy?” 


Mmph. 
“OH!” 
“Would anyone care for more wine?” 


No. It's my turn to clean you. Get your filthy ass 
over here. 


“Mm. Oh yeah.” 


You're not working fast enough. Dust your 
pussy like you mean it. 
“Yes, master.” 
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“Let me clean the cake off your nipples, Elle 


You like that? You dirty, little whore? 
“AH! Yes, I'm so dirty!” 

Spank the cake off of her, Emma! 
“AHHH! Choke me! Fuck me harder!”’ 


Put some more chocolate on her nipples. Clean 
it off with your tongue. 


“Mmm. Mmm.” 
“Ergh...shit! Erm cumming! Erma! Ah!” 


Your turn. Get on here. Clean her cum off with 
your pussy. 
“Yes, Mister Anderson. Ahh. Oh ya.” 


Watch me, Elle. Watch me fuck her over and 
over. 

“I'm so messy. Yes! Faster! Faster!” 
| can't go any fas— 

“1 SAID FASTER!! AHHHHH!”’ 


Fucking take it, you bitch! You're not done till | 
say you're done! You love it when daddy chokes 
you, don't you? 

“Mmm, Mister Anderson, | want a turn!” 
Wait...for her....to cum. Fuck yeah! Get on! 

“Oh yah! Yah! Yah! YAH!” 


You're so fucking hot. Shake your giant fucking 
tits! 
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“Ha ha! Yes! Fuck me 


I'm cumming! 

“Oh! In my mouth! Cum for me! Cum all over me! 
Messy! Messy! AHHH!!!” 

Oh. Oh dog. That. Was the best sex | have ever 
had. 

“Mister Anderson, are you complimenting me?” 
No. You're crazy. This is how | compliment you. 
“Ohhh! Oliver! You are a jerk.” 


Mm. I'm going to keep eating you. Mm. Then. I'll 
make us some pancakes. 


“Mmm. | can't stay for pancakes. | have work 
tomorrow.” 


Mmm. Don't you want to be re-energised? We 
could get a coffee? Spin by the park? 


“Ohh...| need to get some things from home. 
Maybe another time?” 


What? Don't you want to hang out? Maybe go 
another round? 


“Um, your cock is soft. He's a teenie-weenie 
troublemaker, no? I'm sure you and Elle can 
enjoy a nice meal together. I'm sorry. | only just 
remembered work tomorrow.” 


They have bacon in? 


“Ha ha! Olly, this was really fun. We should do it 
again sometime. Maybe just the two of us. | 
don't really know you well enough for coffee? 
People have two sides, and you only know how 
to love my ass, not my face. Sorry. | think you're 


avery good-looking man though, and | like your 
pussy tattoo. Take care of Elle when she wakes 
up, eh?” 


Alright, | got it. You got money for a cab? 


“| can afford my own taxis thank you. And I'm 
vegetarian, thanks for asking. | put my number 
in your phone. Good night, or good day rather!” 


Shame. | was beginning to like being 
worshipped by two beautiful queens. Hey, Elle. 
I'm making pancakes. Rise and shine. 


You know what? This is the life. Spend the night 
having sex. Spend the morning making 
pancakes. With plenty of time to spare before 
work. I'm energised. I'm fuelled. I'm ready to 
have a good day. And the healthy competition in 
bed, thank fuck | finally came! And at the right 
time, Elle oh elle! Three days a week, and I'll be 
at the top of my game. Even better than when | 
was with you-know-who. Call me a bull cos I'm 
pumping semen by the gallon! Wait a second, 
did she call my tattoo a pussy? Oh dog! | havea 
big red pussy on my back! Fuck my life. And | 
was going to colour it in black! Chris is gonna 
love this! 

Elle! Pancakes are ready! 

(I'll put in the next batch. I've got plenty of time 
to check on her.) 

Elle? Come on, honey, time for pancakes and 
honey! (Damn she looks so peaceful when she's 
sleeping. Hair all messy. And that perfect ass.) 
Hey, here comes the spank machine! Wa-chow! 


Woah, I'm hard from that already! | spank you! 
Elle! Elle? Baby? Dog! Why are you so cold? Hey, 
come on, get some hot food in you. You want 
me to carry you into the shower? Maybe get 
some more spring cleaning? Elle? This'll wake 
you up, Emma just called my tattoo a big, red 
pussy! Hear that? Hilarious, right? Elle, if you're 
ignoring me, | really don't get it. | do what you 
want, you're pissed off. | do what | want, you're 
still pissed off! Come on! What do | have to do to 
make you happy? Cos if | can't make you happy, 
then why are we together? I'm not saying that 
we need to break up, but we need to fix things, 
pronto! You with me? Elle, would you turn 
around? Elle, look at me! OH FUCK! 

(Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! 
Beep!) 

Oh fuck! The pancakes! Elle, what's wrong? 
FUCK! Elle you're bleeding! Oh dog. Elle, no. No, 
no, no no. Fuck! What do | do? CPR? One, Two, 
dog! You're making the blood jump out her 
throat! Elle, honey, your eyes are red. Oh no. No! 
NO! Why me?!?! 


12 — DETECTIVE 


A thick fog rolls down the corner of First 
Avenue, the posse vandalising everything in 
arm's reach until nothing remains but evidence 
of their blood on every grimy surface. | swipe at 
the condensation seeping in through the 
window. Little do | know that it's the window 
dragging it out, in the same way it sucks my 
eyes out through the frame. This fog is the spirit 
of London. The muted voice of grey misery that 
both beckons and intimidates. 


What does not hurt you is an illusion, a mirage. | 
was trying to see through it, through the 
buildings and the customers. Because | know 
that out there is a murderer. And without me, 
he'll get away scotch free. 


December 27th, 10.05 am. As | pace the office 
dust billows around me, my own little tornado 
reconstructing the chambers of my mind. Each 
particle is an idea. A piece of evidence. Only 
those in the light crawling under the blinds have 
been revealed to me. 


gam sharp | arrived at the office with a coffee 
from the church a little further down the road. | 
booted my computer, checked my voicemails, 
same as any professional would. 


10am. In comes Rodriguez. 
“You got a call, boss. Police constable.” 
Thanks. Got you a coffee. Stay red. 


Detective Connor, Private Investigator, how can 


| help you? 


“Detective Connor, this is Deputy Williams. You 
haven't checked your emails today | assume.” 


| get a lot of emails. Is this about an old case? 


“New case. One Ms Elle Beyeb reported missing 
by her parents. She didn't turn up to Christmas 
holidays or return any of their calls. Police 
checked the apartment, there was no answer. 
They could get a warrant. But times are tough. 
Protests are building up.” 


| got it. Outsourcing is what you do, and | do 
everything else. I'll look into it. How old and 
when does the job start? 


“Around thirty years old. Whenever this call 
ends.” 


Beep. Rodriguez?? Missing Persons Report. 
Female aged thirty. 


“Forward me the email? Missing women are 
usually found murdered.” 


The first step of finding a murderer is finding the 
body. I've been in this line of work a long time, if 
it's not in the apartment, it's either "taken care 
of" or still at the crime scene. But it's four- 
dimensional chess here, we have the technology 
to look through time...find the weapon that was 
fated to fray her...find who crossed her path at 
her end. 


“New message. Facial recognition got eyes on 


Ms Beyeb seen leaving her apartment 
December twentieth. Didn't return.” 


If gambling's a profession, then my bet is she's 
not home. 


“Another message. She had a PacBook. That's 
not just any laptop. The PacBook is a state-of- 
the-art computer designed to pair with any Pear 
device. It requests a backup every 30 days. This 
backup happens to include what I'm looking for; 
every mobile app that existed on her phone on 
the day of her disappearance. Albeit the data's 
over two weeks old, it's as accurate as we're 
going to get.” 


Is it legal to download someone else's back up 
from the cloud? Of course not. But the results 
outweigh the consequences every time. 


“December 20th Ms Beyeb was using the Sehr 
app to take a car to a coffee shop. I've 
requested CCTV from the area to see who she 
was meeting with.” 


I've got a hunch. I'm going to take a look for 
myself, speak to the staff, see if anyone 
recognises her. I'm going to try the Turkish 
coffee. A luxury for any coffee enthusiast. 


“There's very few people with a life as fast- 
paced as acop's. They frequent all the best 
coffee places. But Ms Beyeb was a single white 
woman working as a manager in a shoe shop, 
meeting people after work for coffee in mid- 
December. She has a younger sister. Married. 
You thinking what I'm thinking? This was a date, 


a romantic interest, with either a cop, an 
activist, or a lawyer.” 


10:32am. The least dusty coffee shop for at least 
a mile. | haven't started questioning yet. | like 
this place. It's large, comfortable. It's classy. 
Anyone could have a secret conversation here. 
Like a hub for criminals-to-be. 


That guy in the corner? He doesn't know it, but | 
put him in jail ten years ago. Selling guns to 
teenagers. The way he leans now with his crisp 
newspaper sitting on his cocked-up leg and 
ironed chinos. It sickens me. He's already made 
his fortune; he'll get away with anything. As 
long as he stays out of the public eye, he's 
invisible. 


“'Scuse me, can | have a word with you in 
private. See this?” 


“Certainly sir, step right into my office.” 
“Thank you.” 
“How can |help you, officer?” 


“I'm working on a missing person's case for a 
young woman, late-20s to early-30s. Have you 
seen her?” 


“Yes, | recognise the picture. She doesn't come 
here often but she orders the strawberry 
frappuccino every time. Haven't seen her for a 
while.” 


“You're a keen manager.” 


“| do my best, sir. Customer satisfaction is our 
number one priority.” 


“As a customer | can confirm I've been satisfied. 


Have you, by any chance, seen her meet with 
anyone?” 


“The americano grande? Yeah, | know him. Not 
a fan of that guy. He caused quite a scene last 
time he came. You want me to look through the 
CCTV for you? He's not hard to spot. Very tall. 
Lanky.” 


“You're an amazing help, sir. Here's my card. If 
you could email that to me, I'd be very grateful. 
Can you describe the scene? Was it December 
20th?” 


“Sure was the week before Christmas, we still 
had peppermint shots in here! He was vulgar, 
shouting at her, telling her to f-bomb him non- 
stop. | think we had some complaints; I'll use 
them to check the date in case it wasn't the 
twentieth. Will send this right away. | hope you 
catch the guy!” 


“Thank you.” 
What did | tell you? I'm a natural. 


12.59pm. My leg's jittering from a caffeine 
overdose. The dust buzzes around me. It's 
brighter now. But it's only going to get darker 
until | have a breakthrough. 


“This guy, he's a nobody. Serial killer material. 
No criminal record. Never left the country. No 
passport. Doesn't even drive. | don't get it. 
What makes someone so content with their 
lives evil? Is he spoilt? What? Is he too happy? 
Self-destructive?” 


The self-destructive personality theory, as 
appealing as it seems, is utter bullshit. You can 
call every human self-destructive. | call them 
stupid. Emotional. 


“The guy's married. I'm assuming unhappily. But 
the worst part is, the text messages have no 
names. She just got this guy's number one day, 
he probably asked her out at a coffee shop, and 
then disappeared off the face of the earth. 
Never missed a family holiday before. Can't tell 
whether they've eloped, or both died horribly. 


“| digress. All I'm trying to do is figure out who 
this guy is. | need a name. Sehr is a dead end. 
She only orders cars to restaurants or coffee 
shops or work. | thought | was getting 
somewhere with the last restaurant, but she 
never ordered a car back. She's sleeping with 
the guy. Mr Gentleman. Mr I-will-do-everything- 
you-say. I'm grabbing at the dust here but it's a 
grab in the dark.” 


You're not thinking straight. Here. You have the 


guy's face. Who else has it? The manager at the 
coffee shop. A bartender? No, he's too old to be 
asked for ID. Wait a second...how would he get 
drinks at a bar without ID? 


I'm missing something. He's an authentic 
human. What kind of young adult doesn't drink 
on New Year's Eve? If he's a lawyer, he went to 
college. What college kid doesn't drink? No, the 
guy could be drinking soft drinks. I'm over- 
thinking. What am | missing? Cop. Protester. 
Lawyer. All cops have ID. It's a job requirement. 
If he's a protester, or even a famous lawyer, 
he'll be on social media. If he's a lawyer, without 
a criminal record...I'll have to check all active 
lawyers in the city that are married. He'll be the 
only one without identification. 


3.01pm 

Knock, knock, knock. No answer. 

“Mr Anderson, | know you're in there.” 
Works every time. 

“Who is it?” 


“I'm from the courthouse, Mr Anderson. I've 
come to deliver you your subpoena.” 


Light blocking the peephole. One chain lock. 
One master lock. 


“Thank you, I—” 


“Put your hands up. You're under arrest. You 
have the right to remain silent.” 


“Under arrest? Did my wife send you?” 


Why don't they ever remain silent? You're a 
lawyer! Stop acting guilty! OK...he's handcuffed. 
Search him for weapons. 


“| have no idea why you're here!” 

“Mr Anderson, is that a dead body | smell?” 
Three. Two. One. 

“Let me go!” 


Damn | fucking hate the ones that talk. 


13 — INTERROGATION 


Don't panic. Just keep thinking. You can think 
your way out of this. 


“Mr Anderson, there's an easy way and a hard 
way. Either you tell us what we want to know, 
or we start using force.” 


“It is illegal to torture a prisoner under the 
Human Rights Act.” 


“You're not a prisoner. You're not in a prison. 
You're in a high-speed car chase fleeing the 
police, and there's a 50/50 chance that you're 
going to get injured.” 


“That...that's a lie!” 


“Oh! The murderer thinks the police are lying! 
Let me break it down for you. You are the bad 
guy. | am the good guy.” 


Can he do that? Is my word against his just 
hearsay? Oh my god. They can falsify as much 
evidence as they want to! If I'm dead, there's 
no-one to defend me! 


“You lie every damn die of your life, don't act so 
surprised.” 


“Please, | don't want you to hurt me.” 
“Where is Ms Elle Beyeb?” 
“I've never heard that name in my life!” 


“Fucking scumbag. Looks like we're going to 
have to do this the hard way.” 


“Wait, please, I'm begging you!” 


“You're an animal. All you're good for is begging 
and destroying.” 


“Are...are you going to neuter me?” 


“I'll ask you again. Only this time, with these. 
Recognise them? They're pictures of your 
apartment.” 


“If you stoop as low as | do, then you're just as 
much a criminal as | am!” 


“Here, is the image of your kitchen floor. 
Scrubbed with bleach. Here it is again with UV 
light. Looks like you've been cleaning a lot 
lately.” 


“Wine stains...| was drinking.” 


“That's funny. Because if you were an alcoholic, 
you wouldn't spend so much time at the 
fanciest coffee shop in town.” 


“1'm not an alcoholic, I—” 


“A coffee-holic? You sure know how to lie. Only 
reason | won't hook you up to a lie detector is 
cos you'll probably lie about the colour of my 
tie.” 


“| just know my wines, please!” 


“And you happen to drink red wine | bet. Just 
happens to be the same colour of blood.” 


“1 pair it with my meals! Sometimes white, 
sometimes red!” 


“Dog, | hate people like you. Think you're so 
smart...that if you stay organised, bleach every 


floor, never buy a carpet, you'll get away with 
murder.” 
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“| didn't kill anyone 


“It's a good thing | have evidence that says 
otherwise. Ms Elle Beyeb was last seen drinking 
coffee with you. That night she didn't come 
home. Her parents worried sick. They missed 
her over Christmas. And that's when they call 
guys like me in. To bring justice to criminals like 


” 


you. 


“You...you're just trying to get me to confess to 
something | didn't do! You just build a profile 
and pick the most likely person, then force them 
to confess!” 


“She sees you. Then she disappears.” 


“Anything could have happened to her! I tried 
calling her since, there was no reply!” 


“I'll check your phone records. But that's not 
why I'm here. | don't want an alibi. Answer the 
question, like a professional.” 


A professional what? 
“We had coffee. We went our separate ways.” 
“You admit to lying about not knowing her.” 


“1 didn't know her name! It was just some girl | 
thought was cute!” 


“You're making this too easy for me. Here's 
what | see. A lawyer, slash criminal, using his 
powers to get out of jail. You think you're above 
the law, you treat the people you murdered as 


nobodies. You think you're invisible as long as 
you keep lying.” 


“What are you going to do to me?” 


“All | wanted was the truth. | told you that 
already. I'm going to give you one more chance. 
And if you don't tell the truth, I'm going to give 
up.” 


“You're being sarcastic.” 


“Takes a liar to sniff out lies, doesn't it? If | go 
through your apartment, take every bed sheet, 
every sex toy, every shoe, the hairs from every 
drain, will | find Ms Beyeb's DNA?” 


“She was never at my apartment.” 


“| see. You know, I'm a gambling man. Before 
| kill you, I'm willing to bet that you know where 
the body is.” 


He's going to torture me until he can pin this on 
someone else. 


“If you do know where the body is...” 
That's why he needs me alive for now. 


“then it's only a matter of time before we find 
it. Thing about the city is, there's a web of CCTV. 
Any machine can track your whereabouts in a 
millisecond these days. They call it deep 
learning. Means nothing to me, other than they 
recognise things even if they're upside down. 


“Mr Anderson...you're a scumbag if | ever saw 
one. You're going to tell me what you know. 
How many times you two met. Why you're 


cheating on your wife. Why you wanted to see 
Elle so bad...” 


“BECAUSE SHE SUCKS! | cheated because my 
wife sucks! She cheated on me! She lied 
constantly! She humiliated me in court! And now 
she wants a divorce! She sucks! SHE SUCKS! 
SHE-OO!” 


“...Been a while since | punched anyone. Looks 
like | still got it. | don't care how shitty your wife 
was to you, you're the monster. Not her. Elle. 
What did you do to her? Or should I knock out 
some teeth from the other side?” 


| can't think. | can't breathe. Don't drink it. It 
tastes like copper; you'll drown in your own 
blood. It's going to make you vomit. Don't die 
here, Olly, you're supposed to be with her. 


“You...need...me...0O0OOO!!” 


“Keep your chin up. The thing about adult teeth 
is that they don't fall out so good, they tend to 
fracture at the sides. Makes them look like the 
Grand Canyon. That's what's happening to you. 
You're being torn apart by the limbs. Ripped in 
half. But it's your choice when this end. You 
want to be a broken man? Huh? Where's the 
body?” 


He'll keep you alive if you never tell. But what if 
he finds it? It won't stay hidden forever. You can 
make a deal. Trade her whereabouts for your 
life. 


“This is the part where you start to consider 


your options. The difference between me and 
you, is I'm experienced. I've done this a million 
times. I've found a million bodies. You were with 
Elle. You were her lover. You got emotional. You 
killed her. You were in your apartment today 
because you didn't want to leave her. It's a 
reminder of what happened. You grieve her. 
You miss her. You regret her. | see it in your 
eyes. 


“You cleaned the apartment because you got 
over the anger and denial in a heartbeat. But 
then you decided to lie, because it's what you 
do best. You deny the truth. And that's where | 
come in. | want you to accept that you killed 
her, and that it's the police's job to handle the 
case from here. That you disposed of the body. 
You know as well as | do that you could get 
away with manslaughter instead if you played 
your cards right. 


“You probably buried her. Somewhere special. 
Out of sight, out of mind. Right? We can search 
for your face, find out when you left the 
apartment each day since you two met, get the 
data from your car's GPS to see where you 
buried her. Or you could tell us. Aid the 
investigation. Get out early for good behaviour. 
| only have to hurt you if you're going to make 
me look bad." 


“..1 don't want to go to jail.” 


“You want to be wearing a Halloween mask for 
the rest of your life?” 


Tell him what happened. He doesn't want to 
hurt you. 


“But what if it's a trap?” 


“At this point, what happens to you is none of 
your business. You break the law; you pay the 
consequences.” 


«| hate her.” 
“You hate Elle?” 


“No...my wife. All these laws, these stupid rules. 
They don't protect anyone. They just hurt the 
people obeying them.” 


“.|'ve heard enough. Take him away, 
Rodriguez.” 


“With pleasure.” 


“No, wait! I'm complying! Don't kill me! You 
need me! To find the body!” 


“We're detectives, Anderson. We'll find it with 
or without your help.” 


“You need me! | know where the body is!” 
“Where?” 

“’»You have to promise not to hurt me.” 
“Goodbye, Mr Anderson.” 

“Wait! WAIT! | KNOW WHERE THE BODY IS!”’ 


“So, where's your bead?” 


Give me a minute. | gotta get a coffee. Not cut 


out for all this field work, are we? 
“Il drive.” 
You trying to impress me, Rodriguez? 


“Just trying to learn, sir. Not every day you get 
to catch a murderer.” 


Thank your lucky stars you're on the right team 
then. | know what it's like to hate these guys. 
You looked into these cases before? 


“Every night before bed. Doesn't fit the serial 
killer profile. Even if he does kill women when 
he has sex with them, it's not part of a fetish, or 
he would've killed Beyeb on the first night, or at 
least in a discrete location.” 


He's not a women-hater. He got married less 
than a year ago to a local. Could be unlucky. 
Could be an accident waiting to happen. 


“You think he buried her?” 


He's asmart guy. He wouldn't do that. Most of 
the time these women end up in dustbins by the 
limbs, or they get cleaned before they're framed 
as suicides. If he's telling the truth that is. 


“Seems to me it could happen to any woman.” 


Yeah. That's what doesn't make sense about it. 
Sexual predators would target Beyeb ona 
dating site with a fake profile, not act like a 
normal person. They're meeting up in public 
places, texting on expensive phones. Gotta be a 
one-off. 


“You want me to start checking dust bins?” 


We have his face now. And his phone. Find 
when he last left the apartment. Go from there. 
We'll find her. 


“Can't be that hard to find a latte grande.” 


Exactly...exactly...don't make any sudden 
movements. Stop the car. Keep your hands on 
the wheel. 


“What? Sir, |I—” 
Stop. The car. 


“Look I'm stopping it, OK? Take the gun off me, 
man!” 


Who tipped you off, huh? Am | going to come 
back to the office with all the evidence 
mysteriously deleted off my computer? You 
wiping my emails remotely? TALK! 


“1 don't know what you're talking about! Look, 
the car's stopped now.” 


Get out. 


“I'm out, sir. I'm out. Don't aim at my head like 
that.” 


You know, | always thought there was 
something fishy about you. You're smart. 
Formal. But you're the kind of smart that 
doesn't think. The kind of smart that gets tipped 
off about a grande latte that no-one but me and 
the barista talked about. I'm going to give you 
one chance to come clean. Who's tipping you 
off? 


“No-one! No-one's tipping me off!” 


So, you're spying on me?? Huh? 


“Connor, | swear | don't know what you're 
talking about. Put the gun down. Let's talk 
about this.” 


Oh, dog almighty. You're buying time. They're 
already there, aren't they!? 


“Connor! You're being paranoid! |... check the 
CCTV | installed on your phone! You can see if 
anyone was there while we were out of the 
office! Just stop pointing the gun at me!” 


Listen, wise guy. If | wanted to shoot you, | 
wouldn't have told you to get out of the car. Tell 
me what | want to know, or | will put a bullet in 
every joint you have. 


“You're fucking crazy! Take the gun off me!” 
You reach for a gun and | will shoot you. 


“Connor! | don't have a gun! Take the gun off 
me!” 


Three. Two. One. 


“This how Miranda died? You got paranoid with 
her? 1am not Miranda, Connor. | never did 
anything to hurt you. We're partners. | look up 
to you. We drank coffee together every day for 
five fucking years put the fucking gun down.” 


...Maybe you're telling the truth. Alright. Turn 
around. I'm putting the gun down. 


Thanks.” 


Drive. Don't look back. Get to the office. You're 
being played. OK. You got some distance. Get in 
the driver's seat. Buckle up. Hurry. You've got to 
make sure that...it's all gone. They took 
everything. No...my computer. My files. They 
even took the cabinet dog fucking damn it! Why 
didn't | figure this out? Rodriguez was playing 
me from day one! My one vulnerability, the one 
guy that had any control of my office, other 
than me...check the CCTV. HA! It's fake. 
Everything looks normal. No busted door. No 
nothing...who did this? | spend one day cracking 
a new case, and it's the same day | get my office 
ripped to shreds? 


... There's a famous saying. "In science, there are 
no coincidences." This has Anderson's name 
written all over it. 


| have to find the body. 


14 - MAKE THE CALL 


OK. You get one phone call. Make the call. It's 
no big deal. It's the one guy that can get you out 
of this. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. 
Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. 


“Who's calling please?” 

Grr. It's me. Puma. 

“Where are you calling me from?” 

..l'm in jail. 

“Mother fucker. No you ain't! What happened? 


You went protesting or something? I'll pick you 
up once you post bail—” 


Stop talking. OK? This is serious. | did something, 
really, really bad. I'm in jail...for murder. 


“Murdering a burger? A chocolate bunny? Bro, 
you wouldn't even eat the ant in '09!” 


..Elle,. 


“WHAT NOW? You've got to be kidding me, 
right? Olly?” 


Bail's going to be two-hundred-grand, minimum. 
Why?” 

It was an accident. It happened during sex. 
“You killed her during sex?” 

Yeah. 


“I'm going to need you to elaborate on that 
little detail for me, bud. What does that mean?” 


It means that before sex, we were fine, and 
after sex, she was gone. 


“...| think I'm going to be sick. You accidentally 
killed Elle...by fucking her?” 


| don't even know why I'm calling you. | don't 
have anyone else, man. 


“You're the guy that knows lawyers, man. | 
don't know how to get you out of this! What did 
her parents say?” 


...| never met her parents. 


“Well that's great! Good news! You got laid and 
killed a girl, and you've never even met her 
parents. You know how bad this sounds?” 


Yes. This is the worst thing I've ever done. | feel 
terrible. 


“Talk to me man, I'm freaking out over here!” 


Well, what's going to happen is I'm going to 
miss your birthday next week. I'm going away 
for a pretty long time, even if it's for 
manslaughter instead of murder. | didn't see 
this coming. 


“’.Whatever man.” 
None of this should have happened. 
“Bro. | don't think | can post bail.” 


I'm not asking you to post bail. | only get one 
phone call so— 


“Oh, it's your call? What am | supposed to do? 
Huh? Call your parents? Call your wife? Tell them 


you're in jail for murder and you don't know 
when you're coming back?” 


...| want to do it. But | can't. 
“Dog. I'm a fucking bad influence on you.” 
No, you're not. 


“Don't you get it? Julie was right! You had a 
good thing going and you ended up in jail for 
being a fucking slut!” 


...['ll make it up to you. 


“Stop talking for a minute, I'm losing my mind 
over here. You're in jail. This is the worst time of 
your life. The only thing | can do to make things 
better is to sort out your family and business 
affairs for you. I'll talk to Julie; I'll call the court. 
And then I'm done.” 


Thanks. 

“Olly...did they hurt you in there?” 
... Yeah. 

“What's it like in there?” 


...l've been handcuffed since they got me. 
They...they tortured me to find out where the 
body was. And when it was over, they didn't 
want to know. They just wanted to hurt me...I'm 
missing some teeth. | don't know where they 
are, | haven't even been able to count how 
many. At least five. Some more of them are 
cracked. They kept punching my face. They 
wanted to break all of my bones. Don't ever let 
anyone arrest you. Turn yourself in. Don't let 


anyone get a warrant on you. Hello? Hello? 


“Let's go, Anderson. Move it.” 


She was right. I'm a bad person. Elle was 
innocent. She was just a young girl looking for 
love. You know what she was probably thinking 
when she met me? If nothing bad happens, | can 
die happy. If nothing bad happens, | can find 
someone that's right for me. 


And | played her. | was the something bad. I'm 
the bad guy that ruined her life. Didn't even 
think about her parents for a second. 


(So what? You want to be a villain now? Get 
some make-up? Sell guns to kids? You're losing 
it, man. Yeah, you were a bad person. But you 
still have a future. You don't belong in prison.) 


You think | can still make a difference? 


(I think you can spend the rest of your life 
atoning is what | think. Not all bad guys are the 
same. If you don't want to be bad, you don't 
have to be. Make the right choices, you get a 
second chance.) 


Where? At what point in my life should | have 
noticed a slippery slope to rock bottom? | don't 
have control of my life anymore. I'm just 
another good-for-nothing. Another criminal on 
the wrong side of the law. 


Everywhere | look, there's a jail cell, filled with 
criminals itching to get out. With all their 


muscles, they could be slowly bending the bars 
without anyone noticing. 


Make the right decisions. | have to make the 
right decisions. 


“This is your stop.” 


His voice is as threatening as the jangling of his 
keys in the locks. He wants me to know I'm in 
here as long as he says I'm in here. If he wants 
to hurt me...he'll probably take out the baton 
first and look for an excuse. 


“Well, well. There's a face | remember. | 
remember all the pretty ones.” 


I'm sorry, | don't remember you. 


“Don't remember me? That's no way to greet an 
old friend...Peter Pan? Ring any bells to ya?” 


(Pan. He's a criminal. Been in prison so long he 
thinks he was born here.) 


|... defended you in court. 


“You argued for life in prison. Told me it was the 
only way. Charged me a fortune. And when | 
gets to make friends in here, they all know a 
lawyer that's clever enough to defend proper. 
Keep the criminals out of jail.” 


| told you, after three crimes the court doesn't 
hear anything less than a life sentence! 


“What you in here for? Stealing cars? Credit card 
fraud?” 


Don't touch me. | hate that. 


“Eh? Tell me what you did. | know you're a thief. 
Same crook that stole from me ten years ago!” 


... Touch me again...and I'll break your hand into 
five pieces. 


“HA! Big words! Don't mean nothing without 
your million-dollar suit, briefcase full of cash, 
your-KEH!”” 


...| told you...not to touch me. | hate...people 
that touch me. You're just like her. You deserve 
to die for what you've done. 


“"Geh..Ofts.” 


This is why I'm here. For murder. By choking. 
I've seen it more times than you've seen the sun 
from jail. | finally did it. And now that | have 
nothing, it doesn't matter what | do. 


15 — JAIL 


No shower. Hangover cure. Teeth. Hair. Clothes. 
Water. Cry. 


“Anderson. Got a visitor.” 
...Who is it? 


“You know what a visitor is? Get your stupid ass 
off the floor. Up and out of there.” 


(It's not possible. | don't want to see anyone. 
No-one cares about me anymore. Who is it? Oh. 
Fuck.) 


Hi, honey. 

You look awful.” 

Yeah, well, you should see the other guy... 
“You don't say hi to me?” 

Nana? 

“Good to see you too, you stupid asshole.” 


Nana, you really shouldn't be out here. It's 
dangerous, there's diseases everywhere— 


“My grandson's in prison and he wants to tell a 
ninety-year-old how to live her life. Dogs help 
him. No wonder they locked you up.” 


...Good to see you, Nana. 


“Shut up! Greeting's over. | thought | raised you 
better than to disrespect your elders like this.” 


I'm just confused! Why are you here? 


“Why am | here? To give your empty head a 


good talking-to! That's why! If you didn't look so 
beaten up. I'd give you another black eye to 
make them match! You've ruined the family 
name!” 


“Um, Nana? Can | talk to Olly alone fora 
minute?” 


“I'm not getting up, but I'll turn off my hearing 
aid for you.” 


“Thanks, Nana. I'm glad you came with me.” 


.. Julie. I've had some, a lot of time to think in 
here. | am realising so much that | should have 
realised before, but | never took the time to 
because | was so consumed with my work. With 
winning. 


“Olly—” 


Just let me finish. When | look back on my life, 
sex was the problem. | used it to balance out 
the stress of the job, and you became nothing 
but a husband to me. | was so busy trying to win 
and see the world through my opponent's eyes 
that | never took the time to see the world 
through your eyes. All the things you never told 
me; | know them now. For you it was never 
about the sex, because your life wasn't chaotic 
like mine. If | was perfect for you, | wouldn't 
have this busy lifestyle. I'd be able to see that all 
you wanted was to be proud of yourself and 
how much | failed youasa 
husband...money...status...it all means nothing if 
| can't be with the love of my life because of 
how stupid | was. 


“Olly. You're going to make me cry.” 
...['m sorry. 

“.[t was just so hard to be with you.” 
| know. 


“But seeing you like this, I... it's my fault you're 
here! It's my fault that woman died.” 


No, honey. If | hadn't killed that woman, it 
would've been you instead. 


“Bullshit. You would never be able to hurt me 
even if you wanted to. | am so fucking numb to 
your bullshit, Olly. If you ever hurt me even by 
accident, | made you pay like a queen does.” 


It's not your fault. 


“| should've been there for my husband instead 
of torturing him from the inside!” 


Honey, calm down. OK? 
ult's not OK!” 


| know. Just...read the court transcript. You 
picked a good lawyer, the only way you could 
possibly be said to suck is only because | sucked 
so much more. 


“That doesn't matter! | should have changed. | 
should have made you change!” 


Julie. No. Please, don't ever change. You're 
perfect just the way you are...you're wearing 
make-up today? 


“. Thought | might as well look nice if I'm going 


to visit.” 
...You never wear make-up! 
“You don't like it?” 


..You look amazing, Julie. Like the day we first 
met. | don't know if it's cos | haven't seena 
woman for dog knows how long, but you look 
great. You really do. 


“..| thought you'd fall in love again...” 


Julie. | can't live without you. | just can't. | can't 
even handle the idea of having kids that don't 
look like you. | think you're so beautiful that 
even when | see that you're not wearing make- 
up my heart starts skipping beats. But I'm better 
off in here than being miserable for the rest of 
my life...put your head on the glass. 


“Olly...this place is disgusting. | don't want to 
catch corona.” 


Julie, just do it. Look, my forehead's on the 
glass. Just do what I'm doing. 


“-OK. Now what?” 
Now close your eyes. And breathe. 
“Eyes are closed.” 


This is the closest we have been to each other in 
months. 


“Aren't you forgetting the time | kicked you out 
of the house?” 


That doesn't count. Don't count the time you 
pushed me away. 


“\..l'm still mad at you.” 

I'm sorry. 

“You humiliated me in public!” 
I'm sorry. 


“You wouldn't leave when | told you to leave, 
and you wanted to hypnotise me, and 
September third—” 


Oh, here we go. 
“What?" 


"You promised to love me 24/7, but on 
September third you stopped cuddling me in the 
middle of the night.” 


“That's another reason why | hate you! You're 
always making fun of me and arguing with me!” 


| can't apologise for not being another one of 
your brainless friends that constantly agrees 
with you all the time! I'm not the one who 
changed! 


“Why is it always me that has to change, huh? 
Why can't | expect my husband to love me for 
who | am?” 


Julie. We're in public. I'm not going to argue 
with you. 

ae YOU SUCK 

Excuse me? | thought you said something | 


know that you didn't say because if you did say 
it, | would take it as a personal attack. 


“Is that why you killed her? Is that the only thing 
that pisses you off? When someone says that 
you suck? ...Oh my dog, you're...sick!” 


It was manslaughter. 
“You hid her body!!!” 
...Did they find it? 


“«’... | didn't come here to talk about the sluts 
you were fucking and killing while you were still 
married to me.” 


Oh, like it was all my fault! Like | chose to go 
looking for girls in a perfectly happy 
relationship! Well let me tell you that even 
though my life is fucked right now, | was the 
happiest I've been in forever! | had sex the way | 
wanted and | had a relationship that never made 
me angry, and | wish | never met your 
controlling ass that wouldn't let me invite my 
best friend to my wedding! 


“I thought you two were gay!!!” 
...What? 


“You're always talking about sex and how big 
your dicks are and getting drunk with each 
other and what beautiful men you are.” 


...You didn't let me have a best man at my 
wedding...because you thought he was going to 
steal me from you?? 


“Well? Are you?” 


I'm not gay, Julie! | never lied to you about 
anything! | married you...because | loved you. | 


had sex with you...because | found you sexually 
attractive. 


“Does that mean you're bi?” 


Julie, you cannot be doing this to me right now. 
Chris is my best friend. End of conversation. 
How could you even be jealous of him?? So, 
when | go out for a beer with the guys you think 
we're, making out and screwing each other? 


“You're the one that said guys give better hand 
jobs!” 


BECAUSE YOUR HAND JOBS SUCK! It's not gay 
to appreciate a good hand job! 


“LISTEN TO YOURSELF!” 
..OK...you have a point. 
“Fucking right | do.” 


I'm sorry. | didn't realise my relationship with my 
best friend was hurting you. 


“Will you stop saying sorry? It's too late! She's 
dead, Olly. You can't fix that with an apology! 
You can't fix any of this with an apology!” 


..Am | broken...? | just wanted to be like you. | 
just wanted to be happy. 


“..Don't say that. Don't ever say that again! | 
have to go now.” 


It's not your fault, Julie! It was an accident! 


“No! Dropping an ice-cream is an accident, Olly. 
This was more like a witch transforming an 
innocent little girl into an ice-cream, then 


making her beg for you to eat it! ...Yes. You're 
broken. And you will never be me... 


“Why did you do it? Huh? Why didn't you ever 
kill me?” 


...DO you want me to kill you? 


"Oh. My. Dog. | can't fucking talk to you! You're 
a fucking maniac! ...ls that what happened? She 
asked you to choke the life out of her?” 


...| don't want to kill you. 


“| know. Wow, um...| just really need to know 
this, Olly. lf you hate me, so much, why didn't 
you kill me? ...No answer? Did you ever have 
feelings for me?” 


...| lied. About being in love with her. Julie, you 
are and have always been the love of my life. 
What happened happened because | lost my 
mind trying to get over you. It's better this way. 
I'd rather die in prison than die a bitter old man 
that lost the love of his life. It... you make it look 
so easy. Moving on and having another life...| 
can't do that. You were right, Julie. You 
should've broken up with me. Because if | didn't 
go crazy, you would have. This was the only way 
you could get out of a horrible, horrible future 
with me. | just wasn't smart enough to see it at 
the time...I'm too stupid to help. 


“You remember when we first met? And you 
started talking about getting married and 
having kids and buying a home together? You 
were so different then. You were optimistic. 


And when we were finally so close to that 
vision, it didn't make you happy anymore. You 
were so miserable being married to me, and | 
thought | was the most terrible wife in the 
world I... | don't know how to deal with your 
pessimistic side. | struggle to tell you how 
scared | am of having kids because | don't want 
to be the one making you sad anymore. | am 
trying so hard to make you happy and...and 
nothing is working!” 


| was happy, Julie. You know what makes me 
happy? Seeing your face. Seeing your face when 
you're happy. Holding your head when you cry. 
How would divorcing me make me happy? 


«.You don't show it.” 


I'll say it every day if you want to. You make me 
happy. 
“Olly...| lied too.” 


...About what? 

“It's yours.” 

...What does that mean? 
“Goodbye, Olly. We're done here.” 
... Bye, Julie. 


“Are you done? I'll catch up with you ina 
minute...Listen to me, Oliver. What you did was 
very, very wrong. You're a horrible little man 
and | don't know for the life of me where your 
mother went wrong!” 


“..| know. I'm sorry, Nana.” 


“..Oliver. You and | both know how old | am. 
That won't make it any easier for me to forget 
this though! You're still my grandson, and | still 
love you. But if you're sorry, you have to 
promise me this will never happen again.” 


Yes, Nana. | promise. 

“| want to break your puny neck.” 
Yes, Nana. 

“With a hammer!” 


Yes...hey! You shouldn't be using that kind of 
language in front of your grandkids! 


“What are you gonna do? Kill me? You're already 
in jail, Oliver! | should have never let your 
parents get married!” 


Maybe if you didn't talk about violence so 
casually, | wouldn't be in jail for murder! 


“Yes. Blame the old lady that's visiting her 
stupid grandson.” 


...['m sorry, Nana. 
“When | die, I'm going to haunt you!” 
Oh my dog! Nana! Don't say that! 


“I'm going to curse your grand-children. And all 
the stupid little boys will kill themselves the 
night before they kill a woman for sleeping with 
them!” 


It was an accident! We were having sex and it 
got too rough— 


“Knowing you, you've got it all on camera, you 
were always a little pervert! Looking up skirts at 
weddings!” 


That was Tony! | never— 


“You're all the same! Idiot boys, none of you 
have a brain! I'm going to make sure that poor 
girl you're married to isn't crying her heart out.” 


Nana, wait. Look. | don't mean to argue with 
you, | did a really terrible thing and | deserve to 
be punished for it. I'm going to make it up to 
you. And Julie. 


“1 brought you cookies.” 
Thanks, Nana. 


“The only good thing about you is that you 
didn't kill Julie. If you had, you'd be assassinated 
by now.” 


... Thanks, Nana. 


“There's a very good boy in you, but he's stupid 
like a rock.” 


| think my problem was | tried to give all my love 
to one person, after taking so much from you 
and grandpa and Mum and Dad... 


“Your parents and | deserve better, there's no 
doubt about that. But you gave us Julie. She's 
part of the family now. When you get out, you 
need to find a way to express yourself instead 
of shouting at the poor girl.” 


Yes, Nana. 


“Good. I'm going to go now. I'll have you out in 
two weeks.” 


Nana, you don't have to bail me out. I'll serve 
time. 


“| don't want to bail you out. | want the 
handsome security guard to carry me home in 
his big arms.” 


Nana, what? What about grandpa? 

“Who2" 

Grandpa! Your husband since forever! 

“Oh. We have a special arrangement.” 
GRANDPA'S LETTING YOU CHEAT ON HIM?!?! 


“It's not cheating you little brat! Not everyone's 
like you! Playing games with their husbands and 
wives! You want relationship advice? Make each 
other better, make each other happy. Love is a 
recipe, step one, find out which ingredient you 
are, step two, decide what meal you want for 
the rest of your life. Stop burning the food. And 
don't kill anyone you stupid little shit...HEY!” 


OK! | got it! You don't have to bang on the glass! 
Yes, Nana. Love you. Bye. 


“Don't kill a poor, old, helpless lady on her way 
out!” 


16 — MAIL 
“Mail, Anderson.” 
Oh. Thank-you. You opened it? 


“It's part of the policy. Have to check there's 
nothing inside that could help a prisoner 
escape.” 


Oh. Thank you. 


Let's see. Thick white envelope. Small brown 
parcel. From Julie? She sprayed it with her 
perfume...it smells like chocolate. Wait. The 
cookies!!! Open it. Open it. Open it now, NANA 
SENT ME CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES!! You are 
the best—hey. I'm in prison. This might be my 
last meal. Ration them. If each cookie consists 
of two thousand crumbs, and there are...ten 
cookies, that's twenty-thousand crumbs. 
Assuming each crumb has a chocolate chip 
inside that will satisfy me for a day, and Nana 
will bring more cookies every year...oh wait. 
Assuming one in nine crumbs has a chocolate 
chip inside that will satisfy me for a day, the 
crumbs without chocolate chips will last me an 
hour and this is my last box of cookies ever, 
what's the maximum timespan that this box will 
last me? I'll sleep eight hours a day. I'm too 
hungry to think. Break off a crumb to make you 
smarter. Even better, I'll organise them! One big 
box of nineteen-thousand-nine-hundred-and- 
ninety-nine crumbs! Twelve years, two months. 
Huh? Fortune cookies? That doesn't make any 
sense. Why would Nana put fortunes in 


chocolate chip— 


"INNOCENT" 


Innocent? What? I... Open another one. 


"INNOCENT" 


...| have to read the letter? Is it a code? It's just 
the coroner's report. Why would | want...there's 
a picture inside? Is this...what? None of this 
makes any sense. Why would Julie send me 
nudes? And hide it inside a coroner's report? 


(Think, you big idiot. It means she still loves you! 
Remember back at the house? You asked if she 
loved you and she couldn't say no! She 
deflected!) 


But...but she can't love me! I'm in jail! What? The 
only reason I'm in her is because she wanted to 
divorce me! 


(She's a liar. Just like you. You both plead guilty 
to each other. She never wanted the report, but 
she thought it was important for you. She wants 
you to think about her while you're in jail. She 
wants to fix things when you get back out. She 
thinks you'd never kill her and believes it with all 
her heart. And most importantly, Julie's always 
right.) 


This is what she wanted? She wanted me to do 
time in jail for being cruel to her? 


(The heart wants...what the heart wants. You 
could never kill her. You worship women. You 
could have the speed of an eagle and the claws 
of a tiger and the only way you'd kill a mouse is 
by trying to tickle it. You love her. So much. You 
find her so attractive that when you look at her 
all the evil goes away. And the only way you 
know how to show love is to argue. It's the only 
thing that makes you shine.) 


But...why are there innocent notes in the 
cookies? 


(Maybe there's more? Or maybe it's an 
anagram? You're missing something.) 


...Remember that thing Emma said? There are 
two sides to every shape? 


(There are two sides to every person. It would 
be nice to talk to you with my mouth instead of 
my ass someday.) 


I'm missing something...I'm looking at the 
ass...!'m missing what they're trying to say. So, if 
| turn the picture over... 


"ALFONSO. LUNCH." 


She's a smart one. She was trying to warn me! 
But why? Why warn me about Alfonso? What is 
Alfonso here for? Some sort of psychological 


evaluation? 


What do they want me to do? Julie wants to 
warn me...Nana wants me to eat the cookies. 
You are what you eat. She wants me to be 
innocent. But I'm not innocent. I— 


The report. 


Oh my dog. Pick it up. Read it...she died hours 
before | was making pancakes. So that means | 
broke her neck during sex, right? Like | said? 


"CAUSE OF DEATH: DRUG OVERDOSE" 


“Anderson. Get up. Got to cuff you.” 


Two guards? Don't suppose another 
grandmother came to visit? Kiss me goodbye? 


“Nota visitor. Follow us.” 


You know for a big guy; you must not really 
work out a lot. 


“Anyone ever told you about the right to remain 
silent?” 


Anyone ever told you about free speech? 


“Speech comes at a price. You'll get what's 
coming to you. In here.” 


“Oliver! Do take a seat!” 


What on earth do you want with me, Thomas? 
Are you here to make fun of me? Gonna take the 
picture of my wife's boobs to court? You already 


showed everyone her ass! Probably wanked all 
over it when you got home! 


“Oliver, I'm a professional. | simply came to find 
out how you were doing!” 


You want to know how I'm doing? You think I'm 
stupid? Visiting hours are over! It's a soundproof 
room with just you and me. Who sent you? 


“Alright. I'll be honest with you so that you 
can be honest with me. I'm here to do your 
psychological evaluation. Fifteen minutes of 
your time. Then you can go.” 


They couldn't send a therapist that wanted to 
make me feel better? 


“I'm both qualified for the task and 
experienced. We have a history together.” 


...What are you here? 


“Do you ever hallucinate, Oliver? Are you a 
y , 
frequent drug user?” 


I've never taken drugs in my life. | don't see 
things. 


“How often do you drink? Have you ever smelt 
smells that weren't really there?” 


Every birthday. No. 


“Do you ever hear voices? Telling you what to 
do?” 


All the time. 
“What do they say?” 


There's a cacophony. One that sounds like a 
shrill, high-pitched dog-whistle asking me if | 
hear voices. And the other one tells me to slap 
the voice asking me if | hear voices! Cut to the 
point! 


“Oliver, these questions are all necessary.” 


They're leading questions. | could answer no to 
every one and get a perfect score on your 
psychopath test. I'll ask you again. Why are you 
here? 


“| just wanted to ask questions.” 
Who thinks I'm a psychopath? 


“This is standard procedure for all new prison 
inmates.” 


| haven't been tried yet. You're looking for 
evidence to use against me so that | go to prison 
for the rest of my life! That's the reason! 


“Oliver. If you don't answer the questions, there 
will be no telling how dangerous you truly are. 
I'm trying to protect Juliette—” 


Don't you dare bring my wife into this! Fuck you! 
The evidence is that | ended up in jail as a 
leading suspect. | was imprisoned without 
sufficient evidence. And | am not the one who 
sucks, as per all the evidence you saw in court! 


“This will make it easier to prove that you are 
not dangerous.” 


You're not on my side, Thomas. You're working 
against me. You are just another obstacle 


between me and my happiness! 


“| understand this is a very emotional situation 
for you...” 


... They sent you because you had the best 
chance of manipulating me. You're going to 
take everything I say and build a case against 
me. 


“I'm just doing my job.” 


What's on your notepad? Huh? Paranoia? Anger 
issues? Your job is a joke. You can torture me as 
horribly as you want to, just like the last guy 
they sent! Pull out as many of my teeth as you 
fucking want to! Hear me? | WILL NOT TALK! 


“Oliver, they found the woman's body in a bin! 
We just want to know why you did it!” 


SHE DIED! IN MY HOME! You have all your fancy 
degrees, and you want to know why | did 
something irrational in a moment of panic? Do 
you actually have a doctorate? Where'd you go 
to school? Clown college? 


“| think we're done here.” 

| say when we're done! Me! | am the one talking 
to you! 

“You're a psychopath, Oliver, the longer | stay 
here the worse things will become.” 


Oh, so every smart guy is a psychopath now? No 
other explanation? You must not be very 
experienced because | have actually worked 
with psychopaths! And they're nothing like me. 


They are so much scarier. You step into a room 
with them, they can smell the bacon and 
ketchup you had for breakfast. Your wife's 
perfume in your beard. They will remember 
which of your parents are alive and the last 
known address of the one that lives. 


“Are you threatening me?” 


NO! I'm explaining how psychopaths and | are 
different, you moron! 


“How did you know | had a wife?” 


YOU WERE MY RELATIONSHIP COUNSELOR! 
You think I'm going to let a single man tell me 
what's wrong with my relationship? 


“| have to go. Officers.” 
And stay away from my wife!!! 


“She's my client. I'm obliged to help her 
through this tough time.” 


NO! | know exactly what that means. You're 
"just doing your job". Like how a sculptor for 
fountains gets paid to create sexualised women 
that don't wear tops, only you don't get paid for 
statues! | don't want you anywhere near my 
wife because you're changing her psychology to 
make her date other men and lie to me! Stay 
away from her brain! 


“She's not happy. All I'm doing is talking.” 


You're no better than the hypnotist! You make 
her relax and make her feel safe, then you 
change what happens in her head to make her 


want a divorce! What, do you have feelings for 
her? 


“Mister Anderson, | will not tolerate these 
slanderous accusations a moment longer! Your 
wife came to me because she wasn't happy, and 
| helped her. She made it my business. If you 
cannot value her happiness, she will find 
someone that will. As far as I'm concerned, 
you're the most villainous scum on this planet. Is 
that clear?” 


...You can't make her happy. You're so bad at 
your job that you haven't even realised it yet. 
She needs to be loved and all you're doing is 
depressing her. We're done here. Do not see my 
wife again. 


“What does love feel like, Mr Anderson?” 
Excuse me? 


“If you love your wife so much, tell me what 
love feels like.” 


...Like...like the entire universe changing colour. 
Like every love song suddenly makes sense...it’s 
a primal urge to protect someone and an 
emptiness from not being able to be with them. 
Love feels like discovering the brightest star 
you've ever seen and instead of blinding you, it 
fills you up. 


“It makes you content?” 


Yeah. Like you don't need anything else in the 
world. 


“Was Julie content?” 
...What? 


“Once you two fell out of love, was Julie 
content with your relationship?” 


..She thought | was miserable. All | talked about 
was the future. She was content with my 
actions, but not her own. She made an error in 
judgment. The only problem | couldn't fix was 
the one in her mind. 


“You were inattentive.” 


| trusted her to tell me when something was 
wrong. And our relationship goes far beyond 
trust. | met my wife on July 9th 2017. We had 
our arguments. But we stayed by each other's 
sides for years. We got married. The only thing 
that will ever stop us from being together is the 
moment | stop respecting her wishes. We still 
talk. She visited me in jail today. There is no 
event in the world that will stop me loving my 
wife and she fucking knows it. That's something 
they don't teach you in uni. 


“It's possessive.” 


It's marriage. If she ever wanted to leave me, 
she could afford to do so. She saves her money, 
| save mine. | don't control what she does, she 
doesn't control what | do. | will fucking kick you 
in your fat ass if you tell me that wanting to see 
my wife's face in the morning is possessive. | 
married her. She belongs to me. And | belong to 
her. 


“And what if she doesn't want to belong to you 
anymore? Are you going to murder her like you 
did to the woman you were cheating on her 
with?” 


| wanted kids, but | didn't rape her. Nothing | 
have ever done has been an attempt to control 
her. | helped her learn to control herself. Getting 
a divorce won't stop me loving her. I'm not 
going to stalk her, I'm not going to kill her, I'm 
going to do everything I've been doing since we 
were separated. I'm going to live my life and I'm 
going to die miserably, because that's what love 
does to you. After how badly dating went for 
me, we both know I'll never find anyone again. 
Check your evidence before you come at me 
next time. Facts are truth. And the truth will set 
you free. 


17 — TESTIMONY 


Your Reader, I'd like to testify on behalf of my 
husband, Oliver Anderson. The matter of the 
case is, do I, Juliette Anderson, suck. Not “is it 
my husband's fault”. Do | suck? And the 
answer's yes. No matter how you look at it, | 
have driven my husband to insanity. | 'm the one 
that filed for divorce. | cheated. | saw him 
crumble and got so frustrated and impatient 
that | kicked him down. If | had been a perfect 
wife, he would never have stepped foot in this 
court in the first place. He would never have 
been so stressed that he found himself 
committing murder. My husband was just 
another broken man that had lost his other half, 
trying to stitch himself back together with one 
arm. Imagine a puppy, if you will. Cute. Friendly. 
Loyal. He tried to be there for me...but he was 
too stupid to figure out how. They don't teach 
romance in the classroom, and if you don't have 
parents willing to teach you how to act, the only 
one who can ever correct you is your soulmate. 
He wasn't perfect. But that's not why we're 
here today. | was not perfect. We were both 
human. And the only way that man will ever be 
happy is if someone else is fighting for him. 


Your Reader, | plea guilty. | throw myself to the 
mercy of the court. 


..Another thing. This pen in my hand is a 
disguised recording device...given to me by my 


husband in prison. The data on it appears to be 
a confession from a certain Detective Connor 
concerning use of physical torture to 
interrogate my husband. | think that's more 
than enough to release him, knowing that the 
majority of torture cases have the victims lie in 
order to stop the pain. He's entitled to a fair 
trial, same as any other prisoner. And before my 
opponent discusses the ethics of obtaining this 
evidence, I'd say it was necessary. 


You'll allow it. 


| JUST HUMAN 

| wonder if death is just decomposition 

Is shaving away and is exhaling gas. 

| wonder if life is just an exhibition 

Animated skin sacks that can bend to the wind. 
| wonder if love is just chemical bonding. 

If hate is just bonding no more. 

| wonder if London is justice incarnate 

Or the things wind bends bending the Law. 


| am death thing. | am wonder. | am love. | am 
hate. 


And that's all that a soul thing can be. 


| am living. | am trying. | am old, sauntered 
gates. 


I'm the scab known as twenty-twenty. 


